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Prologue 


7:H P.M., Friday, October 10 
Boston, Massachusetts 


Mario Dublin stumbled along the busy downtown street, a dollar bill 
clutched in his shaking hand. With the intense purpose of a man who 
knew exactly where he was going, the homeless derelict swayed as he 
walked and slapped at his head with the hand that was not clutching 
the dollar. He reeled inside a cut-rate drugstore wth discount signs 
plastered across both front windows. 

Trembling, he shoved the dollar across the counter to the clerk. "Ad- 
ril. Aspirin kills my stomach. I need Adril.” 

The clerk curled his lip at the unshaved man in the ragged remnants 
of an army uniform. Still, business was business. He reached back to a 
shelf of analgesics and held out the smallest box of Advil. ‘T'ou’d better 
ha\'e three more dollars to go with that one.” 

Dublin dropped the single bill onto the counter and reached for the 
box. 


Tlic clerk pulled it back. ‘Tou heard me, buddy. Tiircc more 
No ticky, no shirty.” 


bucks. 


vll 
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The two policemen blanched and stared at each otlicr. 

Manny protested, “I didn’t hit him that hard." 

The younger bent to help Dublin up, “Jesus. He’s burning up!" 

“Get him in the car!” 

They picked up the gasping Dublin and dumped him onto the car’s 
rear seat. Manny raced the squad car, its siren wailing, through flic night 
streets. As soon as he screeched to a stop at the emergency room, Manny 
flung open his door and tore inside the hospital, shouting for help. 

'The other officer sprinted around the car to open Dublin’s door. 

\\flien the doctors and nurses arrived with a gurney, the younger cop 
seemed paralyzed, staring into the car’s rear, where Mario Dublin lay 
unconscious in blood that had pooled on the seat and spilled onto the 
floor. 

'The doctor inhaled sharply. Then he climbed inside, felt fora pulse, 
listened to the man's chest, and backed outside, shaking his head. 

“He’s dead.” 

"No svayT The older cop’s voice rose. “We barely touched the son 
of a bitch! They ain’t gonna lay this one on us.” 


Because the police were involved, only four hours lat 
examiner prepared for the autopsy of the late Mario C 
unknown, in the morgue on the basement level of the h 
The double doors of the suite flung wide. “Walter! Do' 
Dr. Walter Pecjrc looked up, "What’s wrong, Ar.cy-' 
Maybe nothing.” Dr. Andrew Wilks said ner. • 
blood in the patrof car scares the hell out cf rr.c. 
distress syndrome shouldn’t lead to blood h'orri ?-e ■ 
seen that kind of blood from a hemorrhagic fc'-er i 
1 "as in the Peace Corps in Africa. This gT-' " 

American Vets card, ^faybe he was staficr.cd in 
else in Africa." 

Dr. Pecjic stared dowTi at the dead man he 
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Then he returned the scalpel to the tray. “Maybe we’d better call the 
director.” ’ ■ 

“And call Infectious Diseases, too," Dr. Wilks said. 

Dr. Pccjic nodded, the fear naked in his eyes. 


7:55 P.M. 

Atlanta, Georgia 

Packed inside the high-school auditorium, the audience of parents 
and friends was hushed. Up on the bright stage, a beautiful teenage girl 
stood in front of scenery intended to depict the restaurant in William 
Inge’s Bus Stop. Her movements were awkward, and her words, ordi- 
narily free and open, were stiff. 

None of that bothered the stout, motherly woman in the first row. 
She wore a silver-gray dress of the kind the bride’s mother at a formal 
wedding would choose, topped by a celcbrator>' corsage of roses. She 
beamed up at the girl, and when the scene ended to polite applause, 
tier clapping rang resoundingly. 

At the final curtain, she leaped to her feet to applaud. She went 
ground to the stage door to wait as the cast emerged in Uvos and threes 
meet parents, boyfnends. and girlfriends. This svas the last perfor- 
mance of the annual school play, and they were flushed svith triumph 
eager for the cast party that would last long into the night 

the Billie Jo ” 

Tdo Tm "’f 

i>0 do I, Mom. Let’s go home.” 
liome?’ Tlic motherly woman w-as confused 

.t,/" » "M'- -Th™ ni eha„B. f„, ,he p.rt,, 

t-nSBrot tfb"" ”•» 

but b,d „„ plrflZg'™, 


X 
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“It’s just a cold, Mother,” the girl said irritably. 

By the time they reaehed the house, she was rubbing her cj-es and 
groaning. Two red fever spots showed on her eheeks. Frantie, her ter- 
rified mother unlocked the front door and raced inside to dial 911. Tlie 
poliee told her to leave the girl in the ear and keep her warm and quiet. 
Tlie paramedics arrived in three minutes. 

In the ambulance, as the siren sereamed through the Atlanta streets, 
the girl moaned and writhed on the gurney, struggling for breath. The 
mother wiped her daughter’s fevered face and broke into despairing 
tears. 

At the hospital emergcnc)' room, a nurse held the mother’s hand. ‘AN'e’ll 
do evet)1;hing necessary', Mrs. Pickett. I’m sure shell be better soon.” 

Two hours later, blood gushed from Billie Jo Pickett’s mouth, and 
she died. 


5:12 P.M. 

Fort Barstow', California 

'The California high desert in early October was as uncertain a 
changeable as the orders of a new second lieutenant with his first p 
toon. 'This particular day had been clear and sunny, and by the tii 
Phyllis Anderson began preparing dinner in the kitchen of her pleas: 
two-story house in the best section of the National Training Cente 
family housing, she was feeling optimistic. It had been a hot day a 
her husband, Keith, had taken a good nap. He had been fighting a her 
cold for two weeks, and she hoped the sun and warmth would clear 
up once and for all. 

Outside the kitchen window's, the lawn sprinklers were at work 
the afternoon’s long shadows. Her flower beds bloomed with lal 
summer flowers that defied the harsh wilderness of thorny gray-gic 
mesquitc, sncca, creosote, and cacti growing among the black rocky 
the beige desert. 
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Novak took the wheel, and Phyllis climbed into the rear beside her 
husband. Fighting back sobs, she cradled the major’s head on her shoul- 
der and held him close. His eyes stared up at her in agony as he fought 
for air. Novak sped through the base, blasting the car’s horn. Traffic 
parted like an infantry company with the tanks coming through. But by 
the time they reached the Weed Army Community Hospital, Maj. Keith 
Anderson was unconscious. 

Three hours later he was dead. 

In the case of sudden, unexplained death in the State of California, 
an autopsy was mandated. Because of the unusual circumstances of the 
death, the major was rushed to the morgue. But as soon as the army 
pathologist opened the chest cavity, massive quantities of blood 
erupted, spraying him. 

His face turned chalk white. He jumped to his feet, snapped off his 
rubber gloves, and ran out of the autopsy chamber to his office. 

He grabbed the phone. "Get me the Pentagon and USAMRIID. 
Now! Priority!” 




Part One 




Chapter 

One 


2:55 P.M., Sunday, October 12 
London, England 


A cold October rain slanted down on Knightsbridge where Brompton 
Road intersected Sloan Street. The steady stream of honking cars, taxis, 
and red double-decker buses turned south and made their halting way 
toward Sloan Square and Chelsea. Neither the rain nor the fact that 
business and government offices were closed for the weekend lessened 
the crush. The world economy was good, the shops were full, and New 
Labor was rocking no one’s boat. Now the tourists came to London at 
all times of the year, and the traffic this Sunday afternoon continued 
to move at a snail’s pace. 

Impatient, U.S. Army Lt. Col. Jonathan ("Jon”) Smith, M D 
stepped lightly from the slow-moving, old-style No. 19 bus hvo streets 
before his destination. The rain was letting up at last. He trotted a few 

quick steps beside the bus on the wet pavement and then hurried on- 
ward, leaving the bus behind. 


A lall, Inm, athletic man in his caily forties, Smith had dart hai 
scorn smmsthly back and a high-planed face. His navy bine eye, ante 
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tary school in Council Bluffs, Iowa. Fast friends from then on, they had 
gone to high school together, college at the University of Iowa, and on 
to grad school at UCLA. Only after Smith had gotten his M.D. and Bill 
his Ph.D. in psychology' had they taken different paths. Both had ful- 
filled boyhood dreams by joining the military, with Bill going into mil- 
itary intelligence work. They had not actually seen each other in more 
than a decade, but through all their distant assignments and postings, 
they had kept in touch. 

Frowning, Smith stood motionless in the stately lobby and stared 
dow-n at the cryptic words. 

"Anything mong, sir?” the desk clerk inquired politely. 

Smith looked around. "Nothing. Nothing at all. Well, better be on 
my way if I want to catch the next seminar.” 

He stuffed the note into his trench-coat pocket and strode out into 
the soggy afternoon. How had Bill known he. was in London? At this 
particular secluded hotel? And why all the cloak-and-dagger, even to the 
extent of using Bill’s private boyhood name for him? 

No return address or phone number. 

Only an initial to identify the sender. 

Why midnight? 

Smith liked to think of himself as a simple man, but he knew the 
truth was far from that. His career showed the reality. He had been a 
military doctor in MASH units and u'as now a research scientist. For a 
short time he had also worked for military intelligence. And then there 
was the stint commanding troops. He wore his restlessness like another 
man wore his skin — so much a part of him he hardly noticed. 

Yet in the past year he had discovered a happiness that had given 
him focus, a concentration he had never before achieved. Not only did 
he find his work at USAMRIID challenging and exciting, the confirmed 
bachelor was in love. Really in love. No more of that high-school stuff 
of women coming and going through his life in a revolving door of 
drama. Sophia Russell u-as everything to him— fellow scientist, research 
partner, and blond beauty. 
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logical Research Establishment team that was working on a potential 
vaccine against all hantasaruses. Tonight he would not only be able to 
attend Tom’s presentation, he would hvist Tom’s arm to join him for 
a late dinner and drinks. Then he would pry out all the inside, cutting- 
edge details Tom was not ready to make public and wangle an invitation 
to visit Porton Down tomonow before he had to catch his night flight. 

Nodding to himself and almost smiling, Smith leaped over a puddle 
and yanked open the back door of the black-beetle taxi that had stopped 
in the street. He told the cabbie the address of the WHO conference. 

But as he sank into the scat, his smile disappeared. He pulled out 
the letter from Bill Griffin and reread it, hoping to find some clue he 
had missed. What was most noteworthy was what was not said. 'The 
furrow behveen his brows deepened. He thought back over the years, 
trying to figure out what could have happened to make Bill suddenly 
contact him this way. 

If Bill wanted scientific help or some kind of assistance from USAM- 
RlID, he would go through official government channels. Bill was an 
FBI special agent now, and proud of it. Like any agent, he would request 
Smith’s services from the director of USAMRIID. 

On the other hand, if it were simply personal, there would have been 
no cloak-and-dagger. Instead, a phone message would have been waiting 
at the hotel with Bill’s number so Smith could call back. 

In the chilly cab. Smith shrugged uneasily under his trench coat. 
Tin's meeting was not only unofficial, it was secret. Ver)' secret. Which 
meant Bill was going behind the FBI. Behind USAMRIID. Behind all 
government entities ... all apparently in the hopes of involving him, 
too, in something clandestine. 
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Zaire and Ebola Sudan. Most important was that the rnrus was harm- 
less to people. That exciting discover)' skyrocketed USAh'IRIID scien- 
tists into headlines across the nation. Suddenly, Fort Detrick was again 
on people's minds, but this time as America's foremost military medi- 
cal research facilit)'. 

In her USAMRIID office. Dr. Sophia Russell was thinking about 
these claims to fame, hoping for inspiration as she waited impatient- 
ly for her telephone call to reach a man who might have some 
answers to help resolve a crisis she feared could erupt into a serious ep- 
idemic. 

Sophia was a Ph.D. scientist in cell and molecular biology. She was 
a leading cog in the worldwide wheels set in motion by the death of 
Maj. Keith Anderson. She had been at USAMRIID for four years, and 
like the scientists in 1989, she was fighting a medical emergency in- 
voWng an unknown virus. Already she and her contemporaries were in 
a far more precarious position; This s-irus was fatal to humans. 'There 
were three victims — the anny major and two civilians — all of whom 
had apparently died abruptly of acute respiratory distress syndrome 
(ARDS) within hours of one another. 

It was not the timing of the deaths or the ARDS itself that had riv- 
eted USAMRIID; millions died of ARDS each year around the planet. 
But not young people. Not healthy people. Not without a histor)' of 
respiratory problems or other contributing factors, and not with violent 
headaches and blood-filled chest cavities. 

Now' three cases in a single day had died with identical symptoms, 
each in a different part of the country'— the major in California, a 
teenage girl in Georgia, and a homeless man in Massachusetts. 

Tire director of US/\MRI1D— Brig. Gen. Galvin Kiclburger— was re- 
luctant to declare a worldwide alert on the basis of three cases they had 
been handed only yesterday. He hated rocking the boat or sounding 
like a weak alarmist. Even more, he hated sharing credit with other 
Uvel Four labs, especially USAMRlID's biggest rival, Atlanta’s Centers 

fnr 
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the sleeves to create a seal. She repeated the procedure with her socks 
and the legs of the scrubs. That done, she dressed in her personal 
bright-blue plastic biological space suit, which smelled faintly like the 
inside of a plastic bucket. She carefully checked it for pinholes. She 
lowered the flexible plastic helmet over her head, closed the plastic zip- 
per that ensured her suit and helmet were sealed, and pulled a yellow 
air hose from the wall. 

She plugged the hose into her suit. With a quiet hiss, the air ad- 
justed in the massive space suit. Almost finished, she unplugged the air 
hose and lumbered through a stainless steel door into the air lock of 
Level Four, w-hich was lined with nozzles for water and chemicals for 
the decontamination shower. 

At last she pulled open the door into Level Four. The Hot Zone. 

There was no way she could rush anything now. As she advanced 
each step in the cautious chain of protective layers, she had to take 
more care. Her one weapon was efficient motion. The more efficient 
she was, the more speed she could ckc out. So instead of stmggling 
into the pair of hca\'}' yellow' rubber boots, she expertly bent one foot, 
angled it just right, and slid it in. Then she did the same with the 
other. 

She waddled as fast as she could along narrow cinder-block corridors 
into her lab. There she slipped on a third pair of latex gloves, carefully 
removed the samples of blood and tissue from the refrigerated con- 
tainer, and went to work isolating the virus. 

Over the next twenty-six hours, she forgot to cat or sleep. She lived 
in the lab, studying the virus with the electron microscope. To her 
amazement, she and her team ruled out Ebola, Marburg, and any other 
filovirus. It had the usual furr\'-ball shape of most viruses. Once she 
had seen it, given the ARDS cause of death, her first thought was a 
hantanrus like the one that had killed the young athletes on the Nava- 
jo reservation in 199 j. USAMRIID was expert on hantaviruses. One of 
its legends, Karl Johnson, had been a discoverer of the first hantavirus 
to be isolated and identified back in the 1970s. 
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She had devoted herself to science, and somewhere along the way 
she had gotten extremely lucky. She had never expected to marry. Fall 
in love, perhaps. But marry? No. Few men wanted a wife obsessed with 
her w'ork. But Jon understood. In faet, it excited him that she could 
look at a cell and discuss it in graphic, colorful detail with him. In turn, 
she had found his endless curiosity imigorating. Like tw’o children at a 
kindergarten part)', they had found their favorite playmates in each 
other — well suited not only professionally but temperamentally. Both 
were dedicated, compassionate, and as in love with life as with each 
other. 

She had never known such happiness, and she had Jon to thank for it. 

With an impatient shake of her head, she turned on her computer 
to examine the lab notes for anything she might have missed. She found 
nothing of any significance. 

Tlicn, as more DNA sequence data was aniving, and she continued 
to revaew in her mind all the clinical data so far on the vims, she had 
a strange feeling. 

She had seen this virus — or one that was incredibly similar — some- 
where. 

She wTacked her brain. Dug through her memory. Rooted through 
her past. 

Nothing came to mind. Finally she read one of her team members’ 
reports that suggested the new vims might be related to Machupo, one 
of the first discovered hemonhagic fevers, again by Karl Johnson. 

Africa pushed none of her buttons. But Bolivia . . . ? 

Pern! 

Her student anthropolog)’ field trip, and 

Vidor Trcmonl. 


Yes, tta W been his name. A biologist on a ScU hip t„ Pc,„ 
rflect plants and dirts lot potential med.cinals (or ... what comp, n, I 

A pharasaceulieal linn... Blanchard Phatmaecuticalsi 

Site to her eompnter. quickly entered the Internet and 

searched lor Blanchard. She lound i, almost a, „„ce_,„ U„g ij' 
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Annoyed that she had surprised him with such a potentially devas- 
tating memory, Tremont continued to swivel. He hept his voice friendly. 
**Now 1 remember you. The eager blond young lady dazzled by science. 

1 wondered whether you’d go on to become an anthropologist. Did 
you?” 

“No, 1 ended up with a doctorate in cell and molecular biology. 
That’s why I need your help. I’m working at the army’s infectious dis- 
eases research center at Fort Detriclc. We’ve come across a virus that 
sounds a lot like the one in Pern— an unknown type causing headaches, 
fever, and acute respiratory distress syndrome that can kill otherwise 
healthy people within hours and produce a violent hemorrhage in the 
lungs. Does that ring a bell. Dr. Tremont?" 

“Call me Victor, and 1 seem to recall your first name is Susan . . . 
Sally . . . something like ...?’’ 

“Sophia." 

“Of course. Sophia Russell. Fort Detrick,’’ he said, as it writing it 
down. "I'm glad to hear you remained in science. Sometimes 1 wish I’d 
stayed in the lab instead of jumping to the front office. But that’s water 
over a long-ago dam, eh?" He laughed. 

She asked, “Do you recall the virus?” 

“No. Can’t say 1 do. 1 went into sales and management soon after 
Peru, and probably that’s why the incident escapes me. As I said, it was 
a long time ago. But from what I recall of my molecular biology, the 
scenario you suggest is unlikely. You must be thinking of a series of 
different vimscs we heard about on that trip. There was no shortage. I 
remember that much.” 

She dug the phone into her car, frustrated. “No, I’m certain there 
was this one single agent that came from working svith the Monkey 
Blood People. 1 didn’t pay a lot of attention at the time. But then, I 
never expected to end up in biology-, much less cell and molecular. Still, 
the oddness of it stuck with me." 

The Monkey Blood People’? How bizarre. I’m sure I’d recall a tribe 
with such a colorful name as that." 
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of her more hindly tricb; From a youth's oversized nose, gawky ears, 
and thin cheeks, he had grow-n into a good-looking man. He was now 
in his fifties, and his features had filled out. His face was aquiline, 
smooth, and aristocratic. The nose was the perfect size — straight and 
strong, a fitting centerpiece for his very English face. With his tan skin 
and thick, iron-gray hair, he drew attention wherever he went. But he 
knew it was not his dignity and attractiveness that people found so 
appealing. It was his self-confidence. He radiated power, and less- 
assured people found that compelling. 

Despite what he had told Sophia Russell, Victor Tremont made no 
move to go home to his secluded estate. Instead, he stared unseeing at 
the mountains and fought off tension. He was angry . . . and annoyed. 

Sophia Russell. My God, Sophia Russell! 

WTio would have thought? He had not even recognized her name 
initially. In fact, still did not remember any of the names of that insig- 
nificant little student group. And he doubted any would recall his. But 
Russell had. WHiat kind of brain retained such detail? Obviously the 
trivial was too important to her. He shook his head, disgusted. In truth, 
she was not a problem. Just a nuisance. Still, she must be dealt with. 
He unlocked the secret drawer in his car\’ed desk, took out a cell phone, 
and dialed. 

An emotionless voice with a faint accent answered. ‘Tes?” 

“1 need to talk to j’ou,” Victor Tremont ordered, “My office. Ten 
minutes." He hung up, returned the cell phone to the locked drawer, 
and picked up his regular office phone. “Muriel? Get me General Caspar 
in Washington.” 
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“We’d given up.” He grinned. His girlfriend. XEka. n-ss 
Okinawa. 

“Better tell the boss right away " Sandra warned. "It trrsar:; ^ 
a new clerk to deal with the goddamned absentmiided — — 
got here. She’ll be pissed. Man, they’re all cut of n?" 

an)-way with this new crisis, aren’t thev?” 

Screw her, Specialist Takeda swore cheerfufl'". 

“Not in my worst nightmare.” Sgt. Map Eden ~ ~~=~ — - 

her office doorway. Would you care to step m here. — — ■ 

she said with exaggerated politeness. “Or wcuid ~ — 

senseless first?” " 

An imposing six-foot blonde with the shtmiesr E-: 

whistle-producing curs’es, the sergeant maicr Icc.i^d rri- - 1 - 

piranha smile at the five-foot-six Ta.keda TV= 

cubicle with a netx-ous show of fear net enrndr ~ 

as^befitted any good sergeant major, ycu wem 

“Close the door, Takeda. And take s rear' 

'The specialist did as instruct'^: 

Daugherti- fixed him with a dmlet e-^ -P-. 
about the possibility of this transfer Fida^" ' ' 

“It came out of the blue this m, 
letter.” 


■ ^cminz 


“Andweputitinforvou wW ; 

w\^ , ^ . wfiut. sjjTjrTf 

^car and a half, at least 

I^k. Serg^ut, if Fcm leave ever 

Daugherty shook her head “DresTt T 
-ted toF With her finger she ^ ^ that if I 

E-ma,l from the Department of th 1 ' “I gof 

ve opened your letter. Looks fil fme you 

Si" already on 
t>hc must've been on , 7 ^ over in If. ^ 

Daughcrfv*s e, the letter . ^ 

• P^^ssion was thoughtful. tbc office.” 
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Daugherty looked up at her. ‘‘A little overqualifieu, aitu i. ywu; i .u.-. 
is a backwater post. A small command not doing much and never going 
overseas.” 

“1 only know it’s Dctrick. I don’t know what your unit is.” 

“Oh?” Daugherty raised a blond eyebrow. There was something too 
cool and composed about this Schweik. “Well, we’re USAMRIID; U.S. 
Army Medical Research Institute for Infectious Diseases. Scientific re- 
search. All our officers are doctors, vets, or medical specialists. We even 
have cinlians. No weapons, no training, no glory.” 

Schweik smiled. “Tliat sounds peaceful. Sergeant Major. A nice 
change after Kosovo. Besides, haven’t I heard USAMRIID is on the 
cutting edge, working with prettj’ deadly Hot Zone diseases? Sounds 
like it could be exciting.” 

Tire sergeant major cocked her head. “It is for the docs. But for us 
it’s just office routine. We keep the place running. Over the weekend 
there was some kind of emergency. Don’t ask any questions. It’s none 
of your business. And if any journalist contacts you, refer them to public 
affairs. That’s an order. Okay, there’s your cubicle next to Quinn’s. In- 
troduce yourself. Get settled, and Quinn mil bring you up to speed.” 
Schweik came to attention. “Thank you. Sergeant Major.” 

Daugherty rotated her pencil again, studying the door that had just 
closed behind the new woman. Then Daugherty sighed. She had not 
been completely truthful. Although there was plenty' of routine, there 
were moments like this when all of a sudden the army didn’t make a 
damn bit of sense. She shrugged. Well, she had seen stranger things 
than an abrupt shift in personnel that made both transferring parties 
happy. She buzzed Quinn, asked for a cup of coffee, and put out of her 
mind the latest lab crisis and the strange personnel transfer. She had 
work to do. 


■ 

At 1732 hours. Sergeant Major Daugherty- locked her cubicle door, 

orctrarinc to leave the ernnK- nffi 



Relieved that he remained engrossed in his book, she tried the heavy 
metal door. It was locked. She took a set of keys from the case. The 
third one opened the basement door. She padded soundlessly down- 
stairs, where she wound in and out among giant machines that heated 
and cooled the budding, supplied sterile air and negative pressure for 
the labs, operated the powerful exhaust system, supplied water and 
chemical solutions for the chemical showers, and handled all the other 
maintenance needs of the medical complex. 

She was sweating by the time she located the main box. She set the 
attache case on the Root and withdrew from it a smaller case of tools, 
wires, color-coded connections, meters, switching units, listening de- 
vices, and miniature recorders. 

It was evening, and the basement was quiet but for the occasional 
snap, gurgle, and hum of the pipes and shafts. Still, she listened to 
make sure no one else was around. Nervous energy sent chills across her 
skin. Warily she studied the gray walls. At last she opened the main 
box and went to work on the multitude of connections. 


Two hours later, hack in her office, she checked her teleptc.ee. a: 
tached a miniature speaker-earphone set, flipped a switch on t.te 
control box in her desk drawer, and listened. “. , . Yea.h. FE be here =: 
least two more hours. I’m afraid. Sony', honey, can’t be tefc.ed 
virus is a bear. The whole staff’s on it. Oby, HI try to aet th'ere 
the kids go to bed.”- 

Satisfied her listening and rerouting equipment xa; xr-tr-r 
clicked off and dialed an outside line. The male voice mar oat— -I 
facted her last night and given her instructions armi ssi ■’" ea" 

She reported; “Installation is complete. I’m aooaecso - 

cordcr for all phone calls, and I’ve got a fee cr. mr -- -o; -1 

any from the offices you’re interested in. IfE ar-^ — — T " 

to intercept calls.” ' ' ; ~r 

Tbu were unobserved.’ You are unsumeersf." 




Chapter 

Four 


Midnight 
Washington, D.C. 

Washington’s magnificent Rock Creek park was a wedge of wilder- 
ness in the heart of the city. From the Potomac River near the Kennedy 
Center it wound narrowly north to where it expanded into a wide stretch 
of woods in the city’s upper Northwest. A natural woodland, it 
abounded in hiking, biking, horse trails, picnic grounds, and historical 
sites. Pierce Mill, w'here Tildcn Street intersected Beach Drive, was one 
of those historical landmarks. An old gristmill, it dated from pre-Civjl 
War days when a line of such mills bordered the creek. It was now a 
museum run by the National Park Sersice and, in the moonlight, a 
ghostly artifact from a faraway time. 

Northwest of the mill, where the brush w'as thick in the shadows of 
tall trees. Bill Gnffin waited, holding a highly alert Doberman on a tight 
leash. Although the night was cold. Griffin sweated. His wa,^- gaze 
wanned the mill and picnic grounds. The sleek dog sniffed the air, and 
its erect cars rotated, listening for the source of its uncase. 

From the right, in the general direction of the mill, someone ap- 
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proached. The dog had caught the faint sounds of autumn leaves being 
crunched underfoot long before they were audible to Griffin. But once 
Griffin heard the footfalls, he released the animal. The dog remained 
obediently seated, every taut muscle quivering, eager. 

Griffin gave a silent hand signal. 

Like a black phantom, the Doberman sprang off into the night and 
made a wide circle around the picnic grounds, invisible among the om- 
inous shadows of the trees. 


Griffin desperately wanted a cigarette. Every nerve was on edge. Be- 
hind him something small and wild rustled through the underbrush. 
Somewhere in the park a night owl hooted. He acknowledged neither 
the sounds nor his nerves. He was highly trained, a complete profes- 
sional, and so he maintained watch, vigilant and unmoving. He breathed 
shallowly so as to not reveal his presence by clouds of white breath in 
the cold night air. And although he kept his temper under control, he 
>.was an angry, worried man. 

s •( ■ When at last Lt. Col Jonathan Smith came into view, striding across 
/^e open area in the silver-blue moonlight, Griffin still did not move. 
.-On the far side of the picnic grounds, the Doberman went to ground, 
invisible. But Griffin knew he was there. 

Jon Smith hesitated on the path. He asked in a hoarse whisper. 


“Bill?” 

In the umbra of the trees, Griffin continued to concentrate on the 
night. He listened to the traffic on the nearby parkway and to the city 
noises beyond. Nothing was unusual. No one else was in this part of the 
massive preserve. He waited for the dog to tell him otherwise, but he 
had resumed his rounds, apparently satisfied, too, 

Griffin sighed. He stepped out to the edge of the picnic grounds 
where the moonlight met the shadows. His voice was low and urgent. 
“Smithy. Over here.” 

Jon Smith turned. He was jumpy. All he could see was a vague shape 


wavering in the moonlight. He walked tow'ard it, feeling exposed and 
vulnerable, although he did not know to what. 
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“Bill?” he growled. “Is that you?” 

"The bad penny,” Griffin said lightly and returned deep into the 
shadows. 

Smith joined him. He blinked, willing his eyes to adjust quickly. At 
last he saw his old friend, who was smiling at him. Bill Griffin had the 
same round face and bland features Smith remembered, although he 
looked as if he had lost ten pounds. His checks were flatter, and his 
shoulders appeared heasier than usual since his torso and waist were 
slimmer. His brown hair hung mid-length, limp and unruly. He was two 
inches shorter than Smith's six feet — a good-sized, strong-looking, 
stocky man. 

But Smith had also witnessed Bill Griffin make himself appear neu- 
tral, ordinary really, as if he had just gotten off work bom a factory job 
assembling computer parts or wus on his way to the local cafe where he 
was the head hamburger flipper. It was a face and body that had stood 
him in good stead in army intelligence and in the FBI monitoring covert 
operations, because under that bland exterior was a sharp mind and 
iron will. 

To Smith, his old friend had always been something of a chameleon, 
but not tonight. Tonight, Smith looked at him and saw the star Iowa 
football player and man of opinions. He had grown up to be honest, 
decent, and daring. Tlic real Bill Griffin. 

Griffin held out his hand. “Hello, Smithy. Glad to sec you after so 
long. It’s about time we caught up. Wflicn was it last? The Drake Hotel, 
Dcs Moines?" 

“It was. Porterhouses and Potosi beer.” But Jon Smith did not smile 
at the good memory as he shook Griffin’s hand. “Tliis is a hell of a way 
to meet. Wliat have you got yourself into? Is it trouble?" 

‘A'ou might say.” Griffin nodded, his voice still light. “But ncs-cr 
mind that right now. How the hell arc you. Smithy?" 

“I'm fine," Smith snapped, impatient. "It’s you we’re tail * 

I low’d vou know I was in I>ondon?" Tlicn he chuckled. "No, r 
Stupid question, right? You always knosv. Now, what’s the— 
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"I’m not working for any newspapers or magazines.” 

“A eongressional committee, then? Sure, what better for a committee 
looking to cut science funding than using an ex-FBI man!” Smith took 
a deep breath. He did not recognize this man whom he had once 
thought of as his best friend. Something had changed Bill Griffin, and 
Griffin was showing no signs of revealing any of it. Now Griffin seemed 
to want to use their friendship for his own ends. Smith shook his head. 
“No, Bill, don’t tell me who or what you’re working for. It doesn’t mat- 
ter. If you want to know about any viruses, go through army channels. 
And don’t call me again unless you’re my friend and nothing more.” 
Disgusted, he stalked away. 

"Stay, Smithy. We need to talk.” 

"Screw you. Bill.” Jon Smith continued toward the moonlight. 
Griffin gave a low whistle. 

Suddenly a large Doberman bounded in front of Jon Smith. Snarling, 
it spun to face him. Smith froze. The dog planted all four paws, lifted 
his muzzle, and growled long and deep. His sharp teeth glistened white 
and moist, so pointed that with one slash they could tear out a man’s 
throat. 

Smith’s heart thundered. He stared unmoving at the dog. 

“Sorry.” Griffin's voice behind him was almost sad. "But you asked 
if there was bad trouble. Well, there is — but not for me." 

As the dog continued to make low growls of warning in his throat. 
Smith remained immobile, except for his face. He sneered in contempt. 
‘Tou’rc saying I’m in some kind of trouble? Give me a break.” 

"Yes.” Griffin nodded. "Tliat’s exactly what I’m saying. Smithy. 
That’s why 1 vvanted to meet. But it’s ail 1 can tell you. You’re in danger. 
Real danger. Get the hell out of town, fast. Don’t go back to your lab. 
Get on a plane and — ” 

"Wliat arc you talking about? You know damn well I’d never do that. 
Run away from my work? Damn. \\niat’s happened to you. Bill?" 
Griffin ignored him. "Listen to what I’m saying! Call Dctrick. Tell 
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“I’m not working for any newspapers or magazines.” 

"A congressional committee, then? Sure, what better for a committee 
looking to cut science funding than using an ex-FBI man!” Smith took 
a deep breath. He did not recognize this man whom he had once 
thought of as his best friend. Something had changed Bill Griffin, and 
Griffin was showng no signs of revealing any of it. Now Griffin seemed 
to want to use their friendship for his own ends. Smith shook his head. 
“No, Bill, don’t tell me who or what you’re working for. It doesn't mat- 
ter. If you want to know about any vnmses, go through army channels. 
And don’t call me again unless you’re my friend and nothing more.” 
Disgusted, he stalked away. 

"Stay, Smithy. We need to talk.” 

"Screw you. Bill.” Jon Smith continued toward the moonlight. 
Griffin ga\’c a low whistle. 

Suddenly a large Doberman bounded in front of Jon Smith. Snarling, 
it spun to face him. Smith froze. The dog planted all four paws, lifted 
his muzzle, and growled long and deep. His sharp teeth glistened white 
and moist, so pointed that \Wth one slash they could tear out a man’s 
throat. 

Smith’s heart thundered. He stared unmoving at the dog. 

“Son}-.” Griffin’s voice behind him was almost sad. “But you asked 
if there was bad trouble. Well, there is — but not for me.” 

As the dog continued to make low growls of warning in his throat. 
Smith remained immobile, except for his face. He sneered in contempt. 
‘Tou’re saying I’m in some kind of trouble? Give me a break.” 

‘Tcs.” Griffin nodded. “Tliat’s exactly what I’m saying. Smithy. 
'Tliat’s why 1 wanted to meet. But it's all I can tell you. You’re in danger. 
Real danger. Gel the hell out of town, fast. Don’t go back to your lab. 
Get on a plane and — ” 

“WHiat arc you talking about? You know damn well I’d never do that. 
Run away from m\’ work? Damn. WTiat’s happened to you. Bill?" 
Griffin ignored him. “Listen to what I’m saying! Call Dctrick. Tell 



"I'm not working for any newspapers or magazines.” 

“A congressional committee, then? Sure, what better for a committee 
looking to cut science funding than using an ex-FBI man!” Smith took 
a deep breath. He did not recognize this man whom he had once 
thought of as his best friend. Something had changed Bill Griffin, and 
Griffin was showing no signs of revealing any of it. Now Griffin seemed 
to want to use their friendship for his orvn ends. Smith shook his head. 
"No, Bill, don’t tell me who or what you’re working for. It doesn’t mat- 
ter. If you want to know about any viruses, go through army channels. 


And don’t rail me again unless you’re my friend and nothing more.” 
Disgusted, he stalked away. 

"Stay, Smithy. We need to talk.” 

“Screw you. Bill.” Jon Smith continued toward the moonlight. 

Griffin gave a low whistle. 

Suddenly a large Doberman bounded in front of Jon Smith. Snarling, 
it spun to face him. Smith froze. The dog planted all four paws, lifted 
his muzzle, and growled long and deep. His sharp teeth glistened white 
and moist, so pointed that with one slash they could tear out a man’s 
throat. 

Smith's heart thundered. He stared unmoving at the dog. 

“Sorr>'." Griffin’s voice behind him was almost sad. “But you asked 
if there was bad trouble. Well, there is — ^but not for me.” 

As the dog continued to make low growls of warning in his throat. 
Smith remained immobile, except for his face. He sneered in contempt' 
’Tou’rc saying I’m in some kind of trouble? Give me a break.” 


"Ics. Griffin nodded. “That’s e.X3ctly what I’m saying, Smithy 
Tliat’s why I wanted to meet. But it’s all 1 can tell you. You’re in danger. 

Real danger. Gel the hell out of town, fast. Don’t go hack to your lab 
Gel on a plane and — ” 


'X-hal >,c yo« talking abn»t> You W damn wH fd do (hai 
Run a^y i,„„ ,,,,,, 

GnIBn .gnotrf hi„,. "Uata , 
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So how had Bill— a man who claimed to be out of government — 
managed to learn where he had been staying in London? 


An unlighted black limousine lurked in the shadow of the old mill 
near the Tilden Street entrance to Rock Creek park. Alone in the back- 
scat sat Nadal al-Hassan, a tall man with a dark face as narrow and 
sharp as a hatchet. He was listening to his subordinate, Steve Maddux, 
who leaned inside the window, reporting. 

Maddux had been running, and his face was red and sweaty. “If Bill 
Griffin’s in that park, Mr. al-Hassan, he’s a goddamn ghost. All I saw 
was the army doc taking a walk." He breathed hard, trying to catch his 
breath. 

Inside the luxury car, the bones and hollows of the tall man’s face 
were deeply pocked, the mark of a rare survivor of the once-dreaded 
smallpox. His black eyes were hooded, cold, and expressionless. “I have 
told you before, Maddux, you will not blaspheme while you work for me.” 

“Hey, sorry. Okay? Jesus Chr — ” 

Like a cobra striking, the tall man’s arm snaked out, and his long 
fingers clamped on Maddux’s throat. 

Maddux went pasty rvith fear, and he made strangling sounds as he 
bit off the curse. Still, the unsaid syllables hung in the darkness through 
an ominous silence. Finally, the hand on his throat relaxed a fraction, 
Sweat dripped off Maddux’s forehead. 

'Tlic eyes inside the car were like mirrors, glistening surfaces no one 
could sec behind. The r'oice was deceptively quiet. “You Msh to die sc 
soon?" 

"Hey,” the scared man said hoarsely, "you’re a Muslim. WTiat’s wTonj 
with — ” 

"All the prophets are sacred. Abraham, Moses, Jesus. All!” 

Okay, okay! I mean, jes — Maddux quaked as the claw tightener 
on his throat. “How’m 1 s’poscd to know that?” 


For another instant, the fingers squeezed. Then the tall man let go. 
His arm withdrew. "Perhaps you are right. I expect too much from 
stupid Americans. But you know now’, yes, and you will not forget 
again," It wasn’t a question. 

VvTieezing, Maddux gasped, “Sure, sure, Mr. al-Hassan. Okay.” 

The sharp-faced man, al-Hassan, examined Maddux with his cold, 
minored eyes. “But Jon Smith was there.” He sat back in the gloom of 
the car, talking softly as if to himself. "Our man in London finds Smith 
changed his flight and was missing from London all day. Your men pick 
him up at Dulles, but instead of dris’ing home to Maryland, he comes 
here. At the same time, our esteemed colleague slips away from our 
hotel and 1 follow him to this ricinity before he eludes me. You fail to 
find him in the park, but it is a strange coincidence, wouldn’t you say? 
Why is the associate of Dr. Russell here if not to meet our Mr. Griffin?” 

Maddux said nothing. He had learned most of his boss’s questions 
were spoken aloud to some unseen part of himself. Nervously he let the 
silence stretch. Around the limo and the two men, the w'ild park seemed 
to breathe with a life of its own. 

Eventuall) al Hassan shmgged. ‘Perhaps 1 am WTong. Perhaps it is a 
mere coincidence, and Griffin has nothing to do rvith why Colonel 

mitli IS here. It docs not really matter, i suppose. The others w-ill take 
care of Colonel Smith, yes?” 

of D C"^°^ emphatically. “No wny he gets out 



Chapter 

Five 


1:34 A.M., Tuesday, October 14 
Fort Detrick, Maiyland 

In her office, Sophia Russell flicked on her desk lamp and collapsed 
into her chair, %vear>' and frustrated. Victor Tremont had called this 
morning to report that nothing in his Peru journals mentioned the 
strange virus she had described or the Indian tribe called the Monkey 
Blood People. Tremont was her best outside lead, and she was devas- 
tated he had been unable to help. 

Although she and the rest of the Detrick microbiolog)' staff had con- 
tinued to work around the clock, they were no closer to resolving the 
threat posed by the virus. Under the electron microscope the new virus 
showed the same globular shape with hairlike protrusions of some of its 
proteins, much like a flu virus. But this vims was far simpler than any 
influenza mutation and far more deadly. 

After thq- had failed to find a match among the hantavimses, they 
had rcchcckcd Marburg, Lassa, and Ebola, even though those related 
knicrs had no microscopic similarities to the unknovvu virus. They tried 
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Maybe Kielbuiger bad ovdeied him somewhere in secret, and Jon 
could not call. That’d be just like the general. Never mind she was 
Jon’s fiancee. It the general had sent Jon off, she would learn about it 
with the rest of the staff, when the general was good and ready to 
announce it. 

She sat up in her chair, thinking. The scientific staff was working 
through the night, even the general, who never passed up an opportu- 
nity to be noticed in the right way. Abruptly furious and anxious about 
Jon, she marched out, heading for his office. 


Brig. Gen. Calvin Kielburger, Ph.D., was one of those big, beefy men 
with loud voices and not too many brains the army loved to raise to 
the rank of colonel and then freeze there. These men were sometimes 
tough and always mean but had few people skills and less diplomacy. 
They tended to be called Bull or Buck. Sometimes officers with those 
nicknames made higher rank, but they were small, feisty men with big 
jaws. 

Having achieved one star beyond what he could reasonably have ex- 
pected, Brigadier General Kielburger abandoned actual medical research 
in the heady illusion of rising to full general with troop command. But 
to lead armies, the sersice wanted smart officers who could work well 
with the necessary civilian officials. Kielburger was so busy promoting 
himself he did not sec his smartest move was to be intelligent and 
tactful. As a result, he was now stuck administering an irreverent gang 
of military' and civilian scientists, most of whom did not take well to 
authority in the first place, particularly not to narrow-minded bombast 
like Kiclburgcr’s. 

Of the unruly lot, Lt. Col. Jon Smith had turned out to be the most 
ineverent, the most uncontrollable, the most irritating. So in answer to 
Sophia’s question, Kielburger bellowed, "I sure as hell didn’t send Col- 
onel Smith on any assignment! If we had a sensitive task, he’d be the 
last one I’d send, exactly because of stunts like this!” 
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Cielburger tapped his desk in frustration. He was a general, so he felt 
gated to do something. “You say this is a totally unique virus of a 
: never seen before?” 

‘There’s always a first one to be discovered.” 

Kielburger groaned. This could ruin any chance he had to break out 
[he medical ghetto and move into line command. 

Sophia was studying him. “May 1 make a suggestion, General? 

“WTiy not?” Kielburger said bitterly. 

“The three victims we have are %videly separated geographically. Plus 
3 arc about the same age, while one is much younger. Two are male; 
c is female. One in active service, one a veteran, and one civilian. 
)w did they get the virus? WTiat was the source? It has to have been 
atered somewhere. The odds are astronomical against three outbreaks 
thin twenty-four hours of the same unknowm virus thousands of miles 
art.” 

As usual, the general did not get it. “WHiat’s your point?” 

“Unless we begin to see other victims centered in one of the three 
cations, we have to find the connection among the three we do have, 
^e need to start investigating their lives. For instance, maybe they were 
I in the same hotel room in Milwaukee six months ago. Maybe that’s 
hen all three contracted it.” She paused. “At the same time, we should 
imb the medical records in the three areas for signs of previous infec- 
ons that could have produced antibodies.” 

At least it was a positive step, and it would make Kielburger look as 
he was acting decisively. “I’ll instruct the staff to begin at once. I 
■ant you and Colonel Smith to fly out to California first thing in the 
aoming to talk to the people who knew Major Anderson. Is that clear?” 
"Perfectly, General.” 

“Good. Let me know when Smith decides to return to work. I’m 
;oing to chew his assl” 

So mad she could not even enjoy the spectacle of Kielburger acting 
3ut his Hollj-wood conception of a tough, no-nonsense American hero, 
Sopliia stalked out of his office. 
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Still warily watching, he turned south again, this time on Wiscon- 
sin Avenue. Traffic was very light here, and street lamps cast wide yel- 
low pools of illumination against the dark night. He sighed wearily. 
God, he wanted to see Sophia. Maybe it was safe at last to go to her. 
He would cross the Potomac and take the George Washington Park- 
way to 493 north — heading to Maryland. To Sophia. Just thinking 
about her made him smile. The longer he was gone, the more he 
missed her. He could not wait to hold her in his arms. He was near- 
ing the river and driving tiredly between Georgetown’s long rows of 
trendy boutiques, elegant bookstores, fashionable restaurants, bars, 
and clubs when a mammoth tmek, its engine mmbling, pulled up in 
the left lane next to his small car. 

It was a six-wheel delivery' truck, the kind that dotted every beltway 
and interstate around every' city from the Atlantic seaboard to the Pa- 
cific coast. At first Smith wondered what a truek was doing here since 
businesses and restaurants would not open for deliveries for another 
three or four hours. Interestingly, neither the cab nor the white cargo 
section displayed a company name, address, logo, slogan, phone num- 
ber, or any'thing to mark what it was delivering or for whom. 

Thinking longingly of Sophia, Smith did not dwell on the truck’s 
unusual anonymity. Still, the events of the evening had activated the 
finely honed sense of danger he had developed over the years of prac- 
ticing medicine and commanding at the front lines where violence could 
empt minute to minute, where death was close and real, where disease 
waited to strike from every' hut and bush. Or maybe some movement, 
action, or sound inside the truck had caught his attention. 

Wratever it was, a split second before the behemoth vehicle sud- 
denly pulled ahead and moved to cut off Smith’s sports car. Smith knew 
it was going to do it. 

Adrenahne jolted him. His throat tightened. Instantly he assessed 
the situation. As the truck turned into him, he yanked his steering wheel 
to tlic nght. His car skidded and bounced up over the curb and onto 
t re deserted sidewalk. He had not been going all that fast— just thirty 
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street. But in those few moments he saw what he had hoped for: The 
sictim of its osm speed, the track hurtled ahead dosvn the avenue and 
out of sight. 

Exulting inside, he gunned to full speed, hit the brakes again, and 
turned another corner, this time onto a leaf^' street of Federalist row 
houses. He drove on, turning more comers and watching his rearview 
mirror the whole time even though he knew the long track could not 
possibly have made a U-tum despite the light traffic of the late night. 
Breathing hard, he stopped the car at last in the lacy shadows of a 
; branching magnolia on a dark residential street where BMWs, Mer- 

' cedescs, and other artifacts of the rich indicated that this was one of 

Georgetown’s most elite neighborhoods. He forced his hands from the 
steering wheel and looked down. The hands were trembling, but not 
from fear. It had been a long time since he had been in trouble like 
. ; this — \iolent trouble he had not anticipated and did not want. He threw 

back his head and closed his eyes. He inhaled deeply, amazed as always 
; at how quickly everything could change. He did not like the trouble. 

, ' ... Yet there was an older part of him that understood it. That wanted 

y to be involved. He thought his commitment to Sophia had ended all 

^ that. With her, he had not seemed to need the outside peril that in 

; the past had affirmed he was fully, actively alive. 

^ On the other hand, at this point he had no choice. 

; ■ The killers in the truck who had attacked him had to be part of what 

Bill Griffin had tried to warn him about. All the questions he bad been 
mulling ever since leasing their midnight meeting returned: 

^ ! ^^^lat was so special about this virus? 

WTat was Bill hiding? 

^ Warily, he shoved the car into gear and drove onto the street. He 

had no answers, but maybe Sophia did. As he thought that, his chest 
contracted. I lis mouth went dry. A terrible fear shot ice into his veins 
If they were try ing to kill him, they could be trying to kill her, too 
He glanced at his watch: 2:32 A.M. 

He had to call her, warn her. but bic ^<^11 .m . , . , 



THE HADES FACTOR 


He looked down; “How do you feel? — And froze. Stared. 

The “vietim” was not only appraising him with alert, sober eyes, he 
^\•as pointing a Clock semiautomatic pistol with a silencer up at him. 
"Christ, you’re a hard man to kill. W^at the hell kind of doctor are you 
amway?” 


Chapter 

Six 


2:37 A.M. 

Washington, D.C. 

A part of Jon Smith was already in the past, back in Bosnia and his 
undercover stint in East Germany before the wall came down. Shadows, 
memories, broken dreams, small victories, and always the restlessness. 
Everything he had thought he had put behind him. 

As the two strangers pulled out weapons and sped toward him 
through the intersection s light. Smith grabbed the wrist and upper arm 
of the thug at his feet. Before the man could react. Smith expertly 
pushed and pulled, feeling the tendons and joint do exactly what he 
wanted. 

The man s elbow snapped. Vie screamed and jerked, and his face 
turned white and twisted in pain. As he passed out, the Clock fell to 
the pavement. All this happened in seconds. Smith gave a grim smile. 
At least he did not have to kill the man. In a single motion, he scooped 
up the weapon, rolled onto his shoulder, and came up on one knee ssith 
the pistol cocked. He fired. The silenced bullet made a pop. 

One of the two men tunning at him pitched forward, hvisting in 
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agony on the cold pavement. As the man grabbed his thigh where 
Smith s bullet had entered, the second man dropped beside him. Lying 
on his bellj’, he lifted his head as if he were on a firing range and Smith 
were a stationary target. Big mistake. Smith knew exactly what the man 
nns going to do. Smith dodged, and his attacker’s silenced gunshot 
burned past his temple. 

Now Smith had no choice. Before the man could shoot again or lower 
his head. Smith fired a second time. The bullet exploded through the 
attacker’s right eye, leaving a black crater. Blood poured out, and the 
man pitched facedown, motionless. Smith knew he had to be dead. 

His pulse throbbing at his temples. Smith jumped up and walked 
cautiously toward them. He had not wanted to kill the man, and he was 
angry to have been put in the position where he had to. Around him, 
the air seemed to still vibrate from the attack. He gazed quickly up and 
dorni the street. No porch lights turned on. The late hour and the 
silenced bullets had kept secret the ambush. 

He pulled an army-issue Beretta from the limp band of the man he 
ad shot in the eye and, with little hope, checked his vital signs. Yes, 

"as ead. He shook his head, disgusted and regretful, as he removed 
"•capons horn tlie reach of the tsvo injured men. The man svith the 
ro -en c bow was still unconscious, while the one with the bullet 
"oug 1 his thigh swore a string of curses and glared at Smith. 

mit 1 Ignored him. He hurried bach toward his Triumph. Just then 

wllw ^ approach. Smith 

• 1C broad white expanse of the unmarked, six-svheel delivery' 

Cl. sped into the intersection. Somehow these killers had found him 
3g3in. 

How? 

c . tsmith thought about Sophia and sprinted dow'n a row of looming 
lnrl”!)^r ’“uses close to the sidewalk. In some backyard a lonclv dog 
a ° "^stantly by an answ-cring bark. Soon the animals’ calls 
ncross the old neighborhood. As they died aw'ay. Smith slid into 
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Then he slipped into the secluded gazebo. He had been ng r u^ 
its latticed walls he had a clear viesv of the propert>'. He set *e Clock 
and Bcrctta on a bench; he did not plan to use them for anything more 
than intimidation. No, this work had to be done in silence and with 


speed. 

One long minute passed. 

Could they have somehow guessed what he was doing and called in 
the rest of the team? At this moment, were they circling to come up 
from behind? He wiped a hand across his forehead, removing sweat. His 
heart seemed to thunder. 

Two minutes , . . three minutes . . . 


i 



A shadow emerged from the trees and ran toward the left side of the 
big house. 

Then a second ran toward the right side. 

' Smith inhaled. Thugs, civilian or military, were predictable. Without 
much imagination, their tactical ideas were rudimentary' — the direct 
charge of the bull, or the simple ruse of a schoolboy quarterback who 
always looked the opposite way from w'here he intended to throw the 
f/ football. 

The two closing in like pincers in the night were better than most, 
but like Custer at Little Big Horn or Lord Chelmsford at Isandhlwana 
r.,' against the Zulu, they bad done him the favor of splitting their forces 

i;f so he could take them on one at a time. He had hoped they would. 

The holder padded around the mansion’s right side, between it and 
^ the gazebo. That was a break for Smith. As the man continued on. 
Smith crept toward him from behind. He stepped on a twig. It was a 
v-. soft snap, hut loud enough to alert the attacker. Smith’s heart seemed 
to stop. Tlic man whirled around, pistol rising to fire. 

Smith acted instantly. A single powerful right fist to the throat par- 
■ ah zed the vocal cords, a sweeping arc of right kg smashed a size-twelve 
shoe to the side of the man’s head, and he dropped quietly. 
j Smith slid hack into the gazebo. 

‘ One . . . two minutes. 




THE HAn FS FACTOR 

He flicked off the flasWight, slipped it into his pocVet. and rOTOved 
the tracking device. He admired the creativity- that had manufactured 
such delicate engineering. As he aavvled out from under the Tnump , ^ 

he noticed the car he had been monitoring was almost at the intersec- | 

tion. He knelt beside the Triumph, watching. The car was moving slowly | 

as the driver pitched newspapers from his tolled-down window onto the j 
lawns and driveways of the neighborhood, 5 

The driver made a U-tum. \ 

Smith stood up and whistled. As the car slowed in the intersection, | 

he ran toward the open window. “Can I buy a paper from you? \ 

“Yeah, sure. I’ve got some extras.” j 

Smith reached into his pocket for change. He dropped a coin, bent I 

to pick it up, and with a cool smile he stuck the microtransmitter to | 

the car’s undercarriage. 

Straightening, he took the newspaper and nodded. “Thanks. 1 appre- | 
ciate it.” i 

The car drove on, and Smith jumped into the Triumph. He peeled j 
away, hoping his trick would occupy his assailants long enough tor him | 

to reach Sophia. But it these attacks where part of what Bill Griffin had * 

warned him would happen, they knew who he was and where to find j 
him. And where to find Sophia. ! 


4:07 A.M. 

Fort Detrick, Maryland 

The report from the Prince Leopold Institute of Tropical Medicine 
m Belgium ,vas the third Sophia read after plunging hack into work, the 
asl screnrist still there. She was too worried to sleep. It the damned 
general was right that ]on was off on one of his enthusiasms over some 
medical development, she would be furious. Still, she hoped Kielburger 
''<31 nght, as that would mean she had no reason to be concerned. - 



THE HADES factor 


Nadal al-Hassan, disguised from head to foot in lab scrubs, method- ; 

ically searched the female scientist’s office desk. He read each dacu- I 

ment, report, notebook, and memo. He studied every file. The task vms : 
offensive, even though he was protected by surgical glovses. He knew 
such modem blasphemies occurred in his own country as well as many ; 

other Islamic, even Arab, nations, but he made no secret of his distaste. ; 

Allowing females to study and work beside men was not only heresy, it ; 

defiled both the dignity of the men and the chastity of the women. j 

Touching what the woman had touched defiled him. j 

But the search was necessary, so he performed it meticulously, leav'- ] 
ing nothing unexamined. He found the tsvo damaging documents al- 
most at once. One was the only report open on her desk — from the 
Prince Leopold Institute, by a Dr. Rene Giscours. The other was her 
handwritten phone record of outgoing calls that the USAMRIID direc- 
tor apparently required all personnel to complete each month. 

Then he found her logbook musings about the Belgian report. For- 
tunately, it filled an entire page, beginning at the top and ending at the 
bottom. From a small leather case, he took out a pen-shaped, razor- 
sharp draftsman's blade. With care and delicacy, he excised the page. 

He examined the cut to be certain it was invisible, then hid the page 
in his scrubs. After that he found nothing more of importance. 

His three men, dressed in identical scrubs, were completing their 
search of the rows of file cabinets. 

One said. Got a new memo in a file ’bout Peru.” 

Another said, "Couple of old files talked about stuff down in South 
America." 

’Hie third ^ust shook his head. 

■Tou read every document?” al-Hassan snapped. “Every file? Looked 
in every drawer?" 

“Like you told us.” 



Chapter 

Seven 


4:14 A.M. 

Thurmont, Mainland 

A light wind rustled through bushes and trees, carrjing the stink of 
apples rotting on the ground. Jon Smith’s three-story, saltbox-style 
house w-as set back into the looming shoulder of Catoctin Mountain. 
Tire place w-as dark, not even a porch light to welcome him home, which 
made him think Sophia must still be at the lab. But he had to be sure. 

lie was a block away, crouched behind an SUV, as he studied his 
house, yard, and street. He saw telltale signs: The trunk of the old apple 
tree was too thick where someone stood behind it, watching. Farther 
up the block, almost hidden by trvo tall oak trees, the hood of a black 
Mercedes protm'ded from a driveway of neighbors Smith knew owned 
only a 2000 Buick Lc Sabre, which they always parked in the garage. 

Considering how quickly he had driven home from Georgetown on 
the almost-deserted highway and roads, there rvas no way the pair wait- 
ing here could have arrived first. WTiich meant this was a second sur- 
veillance team, and that alarmed him. 

Tire scnlrr- in front could see the driveway and garage doors. There 
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“Hc)’, Colonel, you’re back. Everything okay? Doc Russell’s been as- 
kin’—” 

“I’m fine, Grasso. It’s Dr. Russell I’m calling about. She’s not an- 
swering her phone. You know where she is? 

“She’s on the night list I got when I came on, and I ain’t seen her 

leave.” 

“WTiat time did you come on?” 

“Midnight. She’s probably in the lab and not hearing nothing. 

Smith glanced at his watch; 4:42 A.M. 

“Could you go up and check?” 

“Sure, Colonel. Call you back.” 

Smith recited the phone number. Every second seemed like a min- 
ute, and every' minute it was harder to breathe. The cool night seemed 
stifling. The phone booth suffocated him. 

Wflien the phone rang at last, he almost jumped. ‘Tes?” 

“Not there, Colonel. Office and lab are both closed up.” 

“Any sign of trouble?” 

"Nope. Everything’s packed aw-ay and covered up.” Grasso sounded a 
little defensive. “Damned if I know how I missed her. I guess she could’ve 
gone out one of the other exits. You could check with the gate guard.” 
"Thanks, Grasso. You want to transfer me?” 

“Hold on. Doc.” 

A different and s-ety sleepy voice spoke: “Fort Detrick. Gate. Schroeder.” 
“This is Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith, USAhlRIID. Did Dr. Sophia Rus- 
sell leave the base tonight, Schroeder?” 

Don t know. Colonel. Don t know Dr. Russell. Try the guy at 
USAMRIID.” 

Smith swore under his breath. The ciwlian security guards were al- 
".■ays changing, and they worked longer shifts than MPs. It was not 
unknou-n for them to doze in the gate kiosk. The barrier would stop 
any cars trying to enter, and if it did not, the noise would certainly wake 
them up. But no barrier stopped cars leawng. 
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He hung up It sounded as if she could have been too tired to drive 
all the «<H to Thurmont \Mnch meant she svas likely at her old condo 
in Frederick, which she had (ust sold but had not yet fully moved out 
of He could call the condo, but that would tell him nothing. \\Tien 
the\ worked around the clock, thes ahvays turned off their phone’s 
ringer to get a feu hours sleep 

\s he sped the car aw as, his mind raced. She had been so tired she 
left the lab through one of the side doors, not wanting to run into anyone. 
Ihat was logical just what she would have done. The gate guard had 
missed her. probabh asleep She would go to her condo. He would slip 
into bed beside her She would sense his presence without waking up. She 
would smi/e m her sleep, murmur, and move close to touch him. Her hip 
would press warm against him lie would smile, kiss her shoulder lightly, 
watch her sleep before he fell asleep himself He would . . . 


l ew guidehooks listed Fort Dctrick as one of the attractions to the 
histone Cits ot Frederick With its chain-link fence and guard post at 
the cult, nice. Dettick ssjs a medium-secure arms base set in the middle 
of a rcMdeiiti.il .uea Sophui s condo was five blocks asvav. Parked up the 
street .ig.un, Sniitli saw no signs of ansonc watching here. He stepped 
from the I riuinph. closed the door softlv. and listened. He heard the 
distant couglis of sleepers 1 he occasional laughter or a voice raised in 
dmnken anger \ solit.irs cat sc|uealing around a turn. The constant low 
hum that was tiie cits itself 

But no clandestine sounds or movements he could identify as threat- 
ening 

He used his kes to the iobbs of the threc-storv condo building and 
strode across the exposed expanse of the tile and carpet to the elevators. 
All ssere emptv at this hour 

On the third Root, the Clock in his hand, he stepped off ss-arily. The 
comdor echoed to his footfalls like the empts rooms of an ancient tomb. 

Tien he reached her door, he listened again. He heard nothing from 



inside. He turned the key, the quiet tumblers clicking m his mmd loud 
as explosions. 

Silently he pulled open the door and dropped flat to the carpeting 
inside. 

The apartment was dark. Nothing stirred. His hand felt a film of dust 

covering the side table near the door. 

He stood and glided through the shadowy luing room to the short 
corridor that led to the two bedrooms. Both were empty, the beds made 
and unused. The kitchen showed no sign that anyone had eaten a meal 
or prepared even a cup of coffee. The sink was dry. The refrigerator was 
silent, turned off weeks ago. 

She had not been here. 

Feeling numb, Smith walked like a robot back into the living room. 
He turned on lights. He inspected for signs of an attack, an injury, even 
a search. 

Nothing. The condo was as clean and undisturbed as an exhibit in 
a museum. 

If they had killed or kidnapped her, it had not been here. 

She ssas not at the lab. She was not at the house in Thurmont. She 
was not here. And he had no indications that anything had happened 
to her at any of those places. 

He needed help, and he knew it. 

Ihe first step was to call the base and alert them to her disappearance. 
Tlicn the police. FBI. He grabbed the portable telephone to dial Detrick. 

His hand froze midair. Outside in the corridor, footsteps echoed 
along the walls. 

He srrilched oft the lights and set the phone on the table. He 

dropped to one knee behind the couch, the Clock in his hand trained 
on the door. 

Someone advanced haltingly torrard Sophia s condo, bumping into 
\s-3lls, progressing in fits and starts. A dmnk staggering home? 

The steps stopped wth a hard thump against Sophia’s door. There 
u-as ragged breathing. A key probed for the lock. 
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lie tended The door swung open as if flung. 

In the shaft of light. Sophia swayed. Her clothes svere 


tom and 


stained as if she had been crawling in a gutter. 

Smith leaped forward ‘■Sophia'’’ 

She staggered in, and he caught her before she collapsed. She gaspe , 
battled for breath Her face burned with fever. ^ 

Her black cies stared up at him. tried to smile. “You’re ... back, 
jarhng NS 'here where were vou?” 

"I’m so sorrs. Soph 1 had an extra day. I wanted ... 

Her hand reached up to interrupt him. Her voice sounded delirious. 

“ lab at the lab someone hit 

She fell back m his arms, unconscious Her skin was pasty. Two 
bright fevered spots glowed on her cheeks Her beautiful face was 
pinched with pain. She was tcrribh ill. SSTat had happened to her? This 
was not |ust simple exhaustion 

"Soph'* Soph' Oh m\ Ood. Soph'’’’ 

Ilicre was no response She was limp, unconscious, 
j Shaken and terrified, he tell back on his medical training. He was a 
doctor He knew what to do He laid her on the couch, grabbed the 
portable phone, and dialed 411 as he checked her pulse and breathing. 
Tlic pulse was weak and rapid She breathed in labored gasps. She 
burned 1 be svniptonis oi acute respirators distress plus fever. 

He soiled into the plione. ',\cute respirators distress. Dr. Jonathan 
Smith, dammit Get here Now'" 


llic unmarked san was almost insisible beneath the tree on the 
street outside Sophia Russell’s apartment .\bove, a weak streetlight 
hardh pierced the night, giving the van’s inhabitants exactly what they 
wanted — darkness and canioufiage krom the interior gloom. Bill Grif- 
fin watched the paramedic van, its beacons flashing blue and red, in 
front of the thrcc-storv condo building that blazed with light across the 
street 



the factcs. 


Nadal al-Hassan’s hatchet face spoke hen: fce enrer 5 seat- • 
sell should not have been able to leave herlabcratorr sene. 
neser have reached this far. 


“But she did both." Gri£5rds rmmd face nas cszc± L. 
his biosTO, mid-length hair was ebony. His bg sncnicers: anc 
body appeared relaxed. This nns a difTetem- bii'—e*. ■ Inw 
the one who had met his friend Jon Smith just hcc.i^ ni- 
ton's Rock Creek park. 

Al-Hassan said, “1 did what was ordered far the xcins~- 
only wav she could be handled without suspiccc. 

Griffin’s silence covered the turmoil inrice hm. The ~ 
unforeseen involvement of Jon was something he tac asrer 
He had tried to warn Jon off, but al-Hassan had sen: 1> 
in Washington before Jon even had a chance tr thmj 
That would have told Jon the warning was trie, hm 
attacked, too, Jon would not back away. Hew m ceil 
save his oldest friend now? 

He and al-Hassan had been waiting Hr me cmen: 
again when the call from their spv msicie CSC'. SHI 
Four Adele Schweik, came in on al-Hamach ceu cb 
sensor she had planted in Sophia Rcsscil's eSce and 
and when she had activated the hidden -dec cams 
Sophia staggering from her office She had mrhed m 
by the time she had gotten there. Fumen had 
She couldn t drive in her conciten." Schr.-’";- 
"so 1 checked her file. She owns a cende do- -.c -h- 
'Hrcy had driven straight to the bifidina ordr - ~ 
already there, and the whole buiicina -abmer 
Tlicrc was no way they could zdr mr.de - 

Bill Griffin said, “Onlv wav or -- - .-J" "" 

too much, the boss isn't gcinc m he ' 

Four paramedics pished - . 

Smith strode aionside ^ 
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the stretcher as he bent close to talk to her. He appeared obliWous to 
anything else. He went on talking and talking. 

Al-Hassan cursed in Arabic. "We should have known of the condo." 

Griffin had to take the chance of making al-Hassan hate him more 
than he already did in hopes of goading the Arab into making a mistake. 
“But we didn’t, and now they’re talking. She’s alive. You ble\y it, al- 
Hassan. Your hide’s going to be stretched for this. Now what do we do?” 

Nadal al-Hassan’s words were soft. “We follow them to the hospital. 
Tlien we make her dead for certain. And him, too.” He turned to stare 
at Griffin. 

Griffin knew al-Hassan was \vatching his reaction for even the 
slightest hint of discomfort with the idea of killing Jon. A faint stiff- 
ening, a flinch, a microscopic shudder. 

Instead, Griffin nodded at the paramedic van. His expression wbs 
arctic. If necessary, we may have to kill them, too. Maybe they heard 
her say something. I hope you’re prepared for that. You’re not going to 
wmp out on me, are you? Turn soft?" 

Hassan bristled. I had not thought of the paramedics. Of course, 

it is necessary, we Mil kill them.” His eyes narrowed. He paused. “It 
IS possible Jon Smith is conversing Mth a corpse. Love makes fools of 
even the most intelligent. We Mil see whether she dies on her owm. If 

, f en we have only Jon Smith to eliminate. That makes our jobs 
easier, yes?" 




Chapter 

Eight 


5:52 A.M. 

Frederick, Maryland 

Sophia lay in the curtained ICU bed gasping for breath, even under 
oxygen. Hooked to all the machines of a modem hospital, she was held 
captive by apparatus untouched by who she was or what was wrong with 
her. Smith held her fevered hand and wanted to yell at the machines: 
“She's Sophia Russell. We talk. We laugh. We worfe together. We make 
lore. We live! We're going to be married this spring. She’s going to get 
well, and we'll marry in just a few months. We’re going to live together 
until we're old and gray and still in love.” 

He leaned close and said in a strong voice, ‘Toull be fine. Soph, my 
darling.” As he had told countless young soldiers lying shattered in a 
MASH unit at some front line, he reassured, “You’re going to be v;cll 
soon, lou’ll be up and about and feeling a lot better.” He kept the fear 
and worry from his tones. He had to bolster their morale; there was 
always hope. But this was Sophia, and he had to fight harder than he 
had ever fought in his life to hide his despair. “Just hang on, darling. 
Please, darling,” he whispered. “Hang on.” 
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.he ». .he ,„ea ,o .mil. J ..Mm 
denng gasps tor breath She squeezed hrs hand weakly. The 
struggle to breathe were draining her. 

She tried to smile “ where . . . were. . you . . . 

Tenderls he laid a finger on her bps. "Don ry o • __ 

eccent,... o. r-me ».« SLef. .i".'-?- •! 

Her eves fell closed as if they were curtains dropping at the 
a plav She seemed to be concentrating, directing all her facu ties inwar 

: . :.h.,.ve. ... .....hms h... He ...Med ,he 

,h. 6n. bone., .he gmccMl ...he. ol he. bm.,. Ite S.d 

l»i . Imd ot tehned bca.l. tb.l mmehm. made 

bv the intelligence that lay beneath But now that fever \s . 

she looked thin and frail against the white hospital sheets, er s 'in vv ^ 

almost transparent Her fevered face had a touch of bnlhanee to it that 


fnghtened him 

trickle of blood appeared at her left nostnl. 

Surprised, Smith dabbed at it with a tissue and motioned to the 

• nurse "Stop tliat bleeding ■' 

Tire nurse took the box of gauze pads. "She must've broken a cap- 
illary in her nose, poor dear " 

Smith didn't answer He strode across the room of machines an 
blinking lights to IS here Dr josiah Withers, the hospital’s pulmonary 
specialist. Dr Eric Mukogawa, the internist from Fort Detnck, an 
Capt. Donald Chcrini, HS.VMRUD s best virologist, rvere consulting m 
low voices Tlics looked up as Smith reached them, concern on their 
faces. 


“Well?" 

“Wc’vc tried evers antibiotic we can think of that might help. Dr. 
Withers told him “But it appears to be a virus. Dr. Smith. All our 
efforts to alleviate the symptoms have been useless. She s responded to 
nothing." 

Smith swore "Come up with something At least stabilize her! 

“Jon" — Captain Gherini put a hand on Smith’s shoulder it looks 
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like the urns we got tr. the kh last weekend. We ha^’e es-ets' Les-el Four 
lab in the world worfex on it- and so far sve haven’t a clue what it is 
or how to treat it. It looks like a hantakms, but it isn’t. At least not 
like any hanta we know.” He grimaced and shook his head sadly. She 

must’ve somehow been contaminated 

Smith stared at GhennL “You’re saying she made a mistake in the 
lab, Don? In the Hot Zone? No ssuyl She’s a hell of a lot more careful 
and skilled than that!” 

The base internist said quietly, “We’re doing everything we can, Col- 
onel.” 

“Then do more! Do better! Find something, for God’s sake!” 

“Doctors! Colonel!” 

The nurse stood over the ICU bed where Sophia’s whole body bad 
jerked up into a bow of agony, as if trying to draw one single long breath. 
Smith slammed the others aside and ran. "Sophia!” 

/\s he reached her side, she tried to smile. 

He took her hand. “Darling?” 

Her eyes fell closed, and her hand went limp. 

“No!” he roared. 

She settled into the bed as if she were weary from a long joumev. 
Her chest stopped moving. After her long battle of gasps and pant;, 
there was sudden, inevocable silence. And before that could reallv rts- 
istcr, blood gushed From her nose and mouth. 

Horrified, unbcUe\-ing, Smith jerked his head up to check the mcr- 
itor. A green line plodded steadily across the screen. Flat. A Eatlme, 
Death. 

“Paddles!” he bellowed. 

Tire nurse bit back a sob and produced the shock resasataf rr .V.-, 
trodcs. 


He fought panic. He reminded himself that he had treat-: 

Wics in Woody skirmishes in hot spots around th- -v^dd Id- w" 
tiamcd physician. He sm-ed foes. TTrat was his job VTr.V h. C 
He was gomg to s<n-e Sophias life. He could do i- 
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His gaze on the monitor, he initiated the shock. Sophia s body cursed 
silently m an arc and fell back. 

"/Kgain'" 

Five times he tried, increasing the shock each time. He thought c 
had brought her back a couple of times. He was almost sure she had 
responded at least once She could not be dead. It was impossible. 
Captain Ghcrini touched his wrist. ‘Jon? 

“No!" 

1 le shocked her again. The monitors remained flat, unresponsive, ll 
had to be a mistake. Certainly a nightmare. He must be asleep anc 
having a nightmare Sophia was alive. Full of vitality. Beautiful as i 
summer day. And a smart-aleck He loved the way she teased him 

He snapped, "Again!” 

The pulmonary specialist, Dr. Withers, put his arm around Smith 
shoulders "Jon, let go of the paddles ” 

Smith looked at him "Wfliat?" 

V- But he released the paddles, and Withers took them. 

The internist. Dr Mukogawa, said, "I’m very sorry, Jon. Wc all art 
■r This IS horrible Unbelievable " He motioned to the others. “We'll leav 
you alone 'tou ll need some time.” 

Thev filed out Tlie curtains closed around Sophia's bed, and a waste 
land of pain tool over Smith's heart. He shook. He dropped down o 
his knees and pressed his forehead against Sophia’s limp arm. It w 
warm He wanted to keep telling himself she was alive. He wanted h< 
to move, to sit up and laugh, to tell him it svas all )ust a bad joke. 

A tear slid down his check .XngriK he wiped it away. He remove 
the oxygen tent so he could tcalK see her. She looked so alive still, h' 
skin pink and moist He sat beside her on the bed. He picked up bol 
her hands and held them in his 1 Ic kissed her fingers. 

I remember when I first stiw you Ofi, you were lovely. And giving tb 
poor researcher belt because be had misread the slide You’re a great s< 
entisl, Sophia. The best friend I ve ever had. And the only woman I cr 


He sat and talked to her in his thoughts. He poured out his love. 
Sometimes he squeezed her hands just as he did when they went to the 
movies together. Once he looked dowm and saw his tears had puddled 
on the sheet. It was a long time betore he finally said, “Good-bye, dar- 
ling.” 

« 

In the hospital waiting room, the long, slow night was over but the 
morning bustle had yet to begin. Miserable and numb, Smith sat 
slumped alone in an armchair. 

The first day Sophia had walked into the lab at HSAMRllD she had 
started talking before he had even taken his gaze from his microscope. 
"Randi hates your guts,” she had told him. “I don’t know why. 1 kind 
of like the way you took the blame for whatever you did to her and that 
you were sorry. It was clear you meant it, and you were suffering for it.” 

He had turned then, took one look, and knew again why he had 
badgered the army into bringing her to Fort Detrick. He had seen her 
first in the NIH lab where she had castigated a careless researcher, and 
he had been shocked to meet her again at her sister’s place, but those 
two encounters had been enough to know he wanted to spend time 
isilh her. He had sat there under Randi's angry gaze admiring Sophia. 
She had long comsilk hair pulled back in a ponytail and a slim figure 
full of curves. 

She had not missed his interest. That first day in the USAMRIID 
lab, she had told him, “I'll take the emptj' bench over there. You can 
stop staring at me, and 111 get to work. Everyone tells me you’re a 
hotshot combat doctor. I respect that. But I’m a better researcher than 
youll ever be, and you'd better get used to it.” 

“I’ll remember that.” 

She had stared him straight in the eye. “And keep your dick in your 
pants until 1 say take it out.” 

He nodded, smiled, and told her, “1 can wait.” 

^bc hospital’s waiting room w-as an island out of time. In his mind 
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the world was somewhere else. Crazy memories rampaged through his 
brain He seemed to be out of control. He would have to call the wed- 
ding oft Cancel cNcrythmg The caterers, the limousine, the . . . 

M\ God. what was he doing^ 

He shook his head siolenth . Tried to focus his mind. He was in the 
hospital 

Dawn's light reflected pink and yellow on the buildings across the 
street. He would have to put his dress uniform back into mothballs. 

Where had she been in recent weeks? He should have been with her. 
He should never have gotten her the |ob at USAMRIID. 

How mans people had they im-itcd to the wedding? He had to write 
each one Personally Tell them she was gone . . gone . . . 

He had killed her Sophia He had made USAMRIID make an offer 
so good she had taken the |ob at Dctrick, and he had killed her. He 
had known he wanted her the moment he saw her at Randi’s. Vi^cn 
he had tried to tell Randi how sorr\ he was her fiance had died, Randi 
had been too angn to listen But Sophia had understood. He had seen 
it in her e\cs — those black eves, so intense, so livclv, so alive . . . 

He had to tell her tamiK But she had no family. Only Randi. He 
had to tell Randi 

He lurched to his tcct to find a p.i\ telephone, and Somalia came 
back to him m a rush He had been posted to a hospital ship in the 
minor imasiun to bring order and protect our citizens in a country tom 
apart bs the ss.u raging between two warlords who had divided Moga- 
dishu and the countrs Thc\ summoned him into the remote bush to 
treat a nia|or with fescr Exhausted from a twelve-hour shift, he had 
diagnosed malaria, but then it had turned out to be the far-less-known 
and far-morc-deadls Ijssa fever The major had died before the diag- 
nosis could be corrected and better treatment begun 

Tlic arms csoncrated him of waongdoing. it was a mistake many 
more experienced doctors — unfamiliar with virology — had made before 
and would make again, and I jssa usualK killed even with the best treat- 
ment There was no cure But he t- 
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himself that he had not called for help until too late. He blamed him- 
self. So much so that he had pressured the army to assign him to Fort 
Dctrick to become an expert in virology and microbiolog}'. 

There, after he really understood the rarity’ of Lassa compared to 
malaria, he finally accepted his error as a risk of field medicine in distant 
and unfamiliar places. But the major had been Randi Russell s fiance, 
and Randi had never forgiven Smith, never stopped blaming him for 
his death. Now he had to tell her he had killed another person she loved. 

He slumped baek onto the couch. 

Sophia. Soph. He had killed her. Darling Sophia. They would man)' 
in the spring, but she was dead. He should never have brought her to 
Detrick. Never! 


■ 


“Colonel Smith?” 

Smith heard the voice as if from under miles of water at the bottom 
of a murk)' lagoon. He saw a shape. Then a face. And burst through the 
surface to blink in the hard light. 

“Smith? Are you all right?” Brigadier General Kielburger stood over 
him. 

Tlicn it struck him and left him chilled to the manow. Sophia was 
dead. 

He sat up. ‘ I have to be there at the autopsy! If — ” 

Relax. They hax’en’t started yet.” 

Smith glared. “\\hy the hell wasn’t 1 told about this new virus? You 
knew damn well where I was.” 

Don t use that tone with me. Colonel! You weren’t contacted at 
first because the matter didn’t seem urgent— a single soldier in Cali- 
fornia. By the time the two other cases were reported, you were due 
lomc in a little over a day an)-way. If you’d returned when your orders 
mstnictcd, sou would have known. And perhaps — ” 

Smith's stomach clenched into an enormous fist, and his hands fol- 
o'vc suit. Was Kielburger suggesting he might have sawrt . 
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he been here’ Then he slumped back. He did not need the general to 
do what he was already doing himself. Over and over as he sat in the 
dawn waiting room he blamed himself. 

He stood up abruptly. “I have to make a call. 

He walked to the telephone near the elevators and dialed Randi Rus- 
sell’s home After two rings the machine picked up, and he heard her 
precise, gct-to-thc-pomt voice: “Randi Russell. Can t talk now. After the 
beep, leave a message . Thanks." 

That “thanks” came grudgingly, as if an inner voice had told her to 
not be all business all the time. That was Randi. 

He dialed her office at the Foreign Affairs Inquiries Institute, an 
international think tank This message was even crisper; "Russell. Leave 
a message ” No thanks this time, not even as an afterthought. 

Bitterly, he considered leaving the same kind of message; “Smith 
here. Bad news Sophia's dead Sorrv. ’ 

But he simplv hung up There was no way he could leave a death 
, message I Ic would bar e to keep try ing to reach her, no matter how' 
1^1 much it hurt If he could not get her by tomorrow, he would tell her 
boss what had happened and ask him or her to have Randi call him. 
What else could lie do’ 

Randi had alwavs been a sometime thing, frequently away on long 
business trips She saw Sophia ratelv After he and Sophia grew close, 
Randi seldom called and nescr came around 

Back m the waiting rwim, he found Kiclburgcr impatiently swinging 
a knife-creased uniform leg and polished boot. 

Smith dropped into a chair beside the general. “Tel! me about this 
virus. Where did it break out’ What kind ts it? Another hemorrhagic 
like Machupo’" 

T es to all of that, and no to all of that." Kielburger fold him. “Major 
Keith Anderson died Fnday evening out m Fort Irwin of acute respi- 
ratory distress svndromc, but if was not like any ARDS we’d cv'cr'sccn. 
There was massive hemorriiagmg from the lungs, and blood in the chest 
cavaty Tire Pentagon alerted us, and wc got blood and tissue samples 
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early Saturday morning. By then two other deaths had occurred in At- 
lanta and Boston. You weren’t here, so I put Dr. Russell in charge, and 
the team worked around the clock. WTien we did the DNA restriction 
map, it turned out to be unlike any known sdrus. It failed to react to 
any of the antibody samples we had for any virus. I decided to bring in 
CDC and the other Level Four facilities worldwide, but every’thing is 
still negative. It’s new, and it’s deadly.” 

In the corridor, Dr. Lutfallah, the hospital pathologist, passed with 
two orderlies pushing a sheet-draped gurney. He nodded to Smith, 
nic general continued talking. “Wdiat 1 want you to do is — ” 

Smith ignored him. W'Trat he had to do was more important than 
anyihing Kielburger wanted. He jumped up and followed the procession 
to the autopsy rooms. 


Hospital orderly Emiliano Coronado slipped out into the service alley 
behind the hospital to have a cigarette. Proud of his distant ancestor’s 
daring and fame, he stood erect, his shoulders squared, and in his imag- 
ination he stared off into the vast distances of Colorado four centuries 
ago, looking for the Cities of Gold. 

A sudden pain sliced across his throat. His cigarette dropped from 
his mouth, and his vision of glory sank into the refuse littering the dark 
allc)'. A knife blade had cut a thin trickle of blood bom his neck. The 
blade pressed against the wound. 

Not a sound, the voice said bom behind. 

lerrified, Emiliano could only grunt. 

Tell me about Dr. Russell.” Nadal al-Hassan dug the razor-sharp 
knife deeper as encouragement. “Is she alive?” 

Coronado tried to swallow. “She die.” 
did she say before she died?” 

Nothin ... she don’ say nothin’ to no one.” 

Tile knife dug in. “^ou arc sure? Not to Colonel Smith, her fiance? 

that docs not sound possible.” 
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give it up. Then Smithy would be out of danger, and Griffin could stop 
\voiT)'ing. 

« 

In the tile and stainless-steel autopss- room in the basement of the 
FredcricV hospital, Smith looked up as pathologist Lutfallah stepped 
from the dissecting table. The air was cold and singed svith the stink of 
formaldehyde. Both men were dressed completely in green scrubs. 

Lutfallah sighed. “Well, that’s it, )on. No doubt at all. She died of 
a massive viral infection that destroyed her lungs, 

“WTral virus?” Smith’s masked voice demanded, although he was 
pretty sure he knew the answer. 

Lutfallah shook his head. "I'll leave that part to you Einsteins at 
Dctrick. The lungs and almost nothing else . . . but it’s not pneumonia, 
tuberculosis, or anything else I’ve ever seen. Swift and devastating.” 

Smith nodded. With a giant effort of will, he blanked his mind 
against who ssas Ijang cut open on the stainless-steel table with its chan- 
nels and slopes to catch blood. He and Lutfallah began the grim busi- 
ness of collecting tissue and blood samples. 


Only later after the autopsy was finished and Smith had taken off 
his green cap and mask and gloves and scrubs and sat outside the au- 
topsy room alone on a long bench did he let himself grieve for Sophia 
again. 


He had waited too long. He had let his excited chase of science and 
medicine around the globe keep him arvay too much. He had been lying 
to himself that with Sophia he was no longer a cowboy. It was not true, 
•ven after he had asked her to marry him, he had still left her for his 
pursuits. And now he could not get that lost time back. 

Ml. » n„K of ochiog compteWion, he tried lo come l„ 



terms with the (act that they would never be together again. He leaned 
forward, and his face fell into his hands. He yearned for her. Thick tears 
poured through his fingers. Regret. Guilt. Mourning. He shook with 
silent sobs. She was gone, and all he could think about was that his 
arms ached to hold her one more time. 




9;18 A.M. 

Belhesda, Maiyland 

Most people tWnV ot the behemoth National Institutes of Health as 
a single entity, which is far from the truth. Set on more than three 
hundred lush acres in Bethesda, just ten miles from the Capitol’s dome, 
the NIH consists of hventy-four separate institutes, centers, and divi- 
sions that employ sixteen thousand people. Of those, an astounding six 
thousand are Ph.D.s. It is a collection of more advanced degrees in one 
location than most colleges and some entire states are able to boast. 

lily Lowcnstcin, RRL, was thinking about all that as she stared out 
her office suite's windows on the top floor of one ot the seventy-five 
campus buildings. Her gaze swept over the flower beds, the rolling 
lawns, the trcc-rimmcd parking lots, and the office structures where sc 
many highly educated and intelligent people labored. 

She was looking for an answer where there was none. 

.M director of the Federal Resource Medical Clearing bou‘ 
(FRMCl, bily was bcrscU highly educated, well-trained, and at the tc 
of her profession. Monc in her office, she stared out at the prestigio 



even if sk were *g to let them W she had a pi J-tm. Oire o. 
her trvo cars, the Beemer, had been repossessed, and her house w^s 
mortgaged to the maximum. She had no husband, not am-more. Her , 

share of her son’s private school tuition was in arrears. She had no ^ 

bonds, no stocks, no real estate. No one was going to help ber, not even 

a loan shark. Not anjmoie. j 

She could not even mn away. Her only means of support was ber ; 
job. Without her ^ob she had nothing. She was nothing. 

t 

• \ 

From a rear booth in the sports bar, BiD Griffin watched the woman j 
enter. She was about what he had expected. Middle-aged, middle-class, 
almost prim, nondescript. A few inches taller, maybe five-foot-nine. A 
few pounds heavier. Brown hair, brown qes, heart-shaped face, small 
chin. There was a certain telltale carelessness about her clothes: Her suit 
bordered on shabby and did not fit as well as it should on the director 
of a big government facility. Her hair was ragged, and her gray roots 
were showing. The gambler. 

But she was also a shade haughty as she stood inside the door looking 
for someone to come forward and claim her, the sign of the middle- 
rank bureaucrat. 

Griffin let her stew. 

Finally be stepped out of the booth, caught her eye, and nodded. 

She walked stiffly past tables and booths toward him. 

“Ms. Lowcnstcin,” he said. 

lily nodded to control her apprehension. “And you are?" 

“Tlrat doesn’t matter. Sit dov.-n.” 

She sat, nervous and uneasy, so she went on the attack, “Hr/;.- did 
you find out about my debts?" 

Bill Griffin smiled thinly. “You don’t really care about all that, Ms. 
Uwenstem. do you? W-fio 1 am, where 1 got the debts, wbv 1 bought 
them up. None of it matters a damn, right?" He gazed at bet trembling 
checks and Ups. She caught bis look and stiffened her face. Inwardly be 
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lily’s stomacli turned to stone. Then to mush. She started to cry. 

:o! She rmuld not cry'. She never cried. She was the boss. She . . . 

“It’s oVay,” Griffin said. “Cry. Get it out. It’s hard, and it's going to 

;et harder. TaVe your time.” 

The more he spoke compassionately, the harder Lily wept. Through 
her teats, she watched him lean back, relaxed. He waved to the waitress 
and pointed at his glass. He did not point at her or ask what she wanted. 

This was not social; this was business. Whoever he was, she realized 
suddenly, it was not he who was blackmailing her. He was only the 
messenger. Doing a job. Indifferent. Nothing personal. 

\\'hen the waitress brought his beer, Lily turned her head away, 
ashamed to be seen red-eyed and crying. She had never had to deal with 
anything like this, anyone like this, and she felt terribly alone. 

Griffin sipped his beer. It was time to produce the canot again. 
“Oby, feel better? Maybe this’ll help. Think about it this ivay — ^the ax 
was going to fall someday. This way, you get it over with, wipe the slate 
clean, and I give you a little extra, say fifty thousand, to get you started 
again. All for a couple of hours’ work. Probably less time, it you’re as 
good at your job as 1 think you are. Now, that’s not so bad, is it?” 

Wipe the slate clean . . . fifty thousand . . . ’The words burst into her 
brain like a blaze of sunshine. Start again. The nightmare over. And 
money. She could really start over. Get help. Therapy. Oh, this was 
never going to happen again. Never! 

She dabbed her qes. She suddenly wanted to kiss this man, hug 
him. Wbat . . . what do you want me to do?” 

“There, right to the point,” Griffin said approvingly. “1 knew- you 
were smart. 1 like that. 1 need a smart person for this.” 

“Don’t try to flatter me. Not now." 

Coffin laughed. “Feisty too. Got the spirit back, right? Hell, no one’s 

even gomg to get hurt. ]ust a few records erased. Then you re home 
tree. 

Records? Erased? Her records! Never. She shuddered, and then she 




1-35 P.M. 

Fort Detriclc, Maxyland 

Smith worVed feverishly in the Level Foui lab, pushing against a wi 
of fatigue. How had Sophia died? With Bill Griffin’s warning ringing ... 
his head, and considering the lethal attacks on him in Washington, he 
could not believe her death had been an accident. Yet there was no 
doubt how she had died — acute respiratory distress syndrome from a 
deadly rirus. 

At the hospital, the doctors had told him to go home, to get some 
sleep. The general had ordered him to follow the doctors’ advice. In- 
stead, he had said nothing and driven straight to Fort DetricVs main 
gate. The guard saluted sadly ‘as he passed. He had parked in his usual 
spot near USAMRllD’s monolithic, yellow brick-and-concretc building. 
Exhaust ventilators on the roof blew an endless stream of heavily filtered 
air from the Les’el Three and Four labs. 

\\ alking in a semi-trance of grief and exhaustion, carrying the re- 
frigcralcd containers of blood and tissue from the autopsy," he had 
shenxed his security ID badge to the guard at the desk, who nWr.d 
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,co.raphv. circumstances, age, gender, and experience dying from the 
;.u™ urus at the same time, and no one else m the surrounding areas 

cscn contracting it , , c 

The eommentars mentioned no other reports, so the log number u as 


ill the wrong place 

lie examined the two last pages carefully, pushing apart the shee s 
so he could studs the gutter where the paper was scaled into the book s 

spine His magmhing glass revealed nothing. 

I le thought a moment and then carried the open logbook to his large 
dissecting microscope. He positioned the book's exposed gutter under 
the viewing lens and peered into the binocular eyepiece. He slid the 
spine under the viewer 

He inhaled sharpK when he saw it— a cut almost as straight and 
dchcatc as a laser scalpel But although very good, it was not good 
enough to hide the truth from the pow'crful microscope. A knife-edge 
showed. faintU tagged 
A page had been cut out 


Brig (ten Calvin tsielburger stood in the open doorway to Jor 
y Smith's citficc His hands clasped behind his back, legs spread apart 
becK t.Kc set hrmiv in a severe expression, he looked like Patton on i 
tank in tht Xrdemies inspiring the f ourth Armored. 

“I ordered vou to go home. Colonel Smith You’re no good to anyon 
out on vour tret \\ c need a full, clear-fhinking staff on this effort 
Kspccialiv without Dr Russell " 

Smith did not look up "Someone cut a page from her logbook. 

“(to home. Colonel " 

Now Smith t.iiscd his head "nidn’t vou hear me? There’s a paf 
missing tTom tlu last work she did W'hv’" 

‘She prohahlv removed it because she didn’t want it.” 

Have vou torgotten cverv thing vou know about science since yc 
got that star'’ \o i/iie dcstrovs a research note ! can tell you what w 
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cut out was connected to some report she had read from the Pnnce 
Leopold Institute in Belgium. I’ve found no copy of such a report m 
her papers.” 

“It’s probably in the computer data bank.” 

‘That’s where I’m going to look next.” 

‘Toull have to do it later. First I want you to get some rest, and 
then I need you to go to California in Dr. Russell s place. You ve got 
to talk to Major Anderson’s family, friends, anyone and everyone who 


knew him." 


“No, dammiti Send someone else.” He wanted to tell Kielburger 
about the attacks on him in Washington. That might go a long way to 
making the general believe that he had to keep trying to find out how 
Sophia had contracted the virus. But Kielburger would want to know 
what he had been doing m Washington in the first place when he was 
supposed to be back at Detrick, which would force him to reveal his 
clandestine meeting with Bill Griffin. He could not expose an old friend 
until he knew more, which meant he had to convince the general to let 
him go on. “Something’s wrong about Sophia’s death, I know it. I’m 
going to find out what.” 


The general bristled. “Not on the army’s time, you’re not. We’ve got 
3 far bigger problem than the death of one staff member. Colonel, no 
matter who she was.” 

Smith reared up from his seat like a stallion attacked by a rattlesnake. 
Then 1 m out of the aimvl” 


For a moment Kielburger glared, his thick fists clenched at his sides. 
His^face w.as beet red, and he was ready to tell Smith to go ahead and 
He had had enough of his insubordination. 

^■-n he reconsidered. It would look bad on his record — an officer 
unn .c to command loyalty in his troops. This was not the time to deal 
1 - . m..h s arrogance and insubordination. 

w™-! you- 

r ” "*’‘‘‘‘6 Dr. RmsscB s case. I’ll send someone else to Cal- 
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WTiatever he had w-anted, her part was successfully coiupleted. She 
had not been discor-ered, had left no trace, and would soon be free of 
her financial problems for good. She would never get in so deep again, 
she promised herself. With fifty thousand dollars in cash, she could go 
to Vegas or Atlantic City with enough to recoup everything she had lost. 
With a carefree smile, she quickly decided she would begin with a thou- 
sand on the Capitals to win tonight. 

She almost laughed aloud as she left the restaurant and turned the 
comer toward the bar where her favorite bookmaker had his private 
booth. She felt a fieiy' surge that told her she could not lose. Not now. 
Not am-morc. 

Even when she heard the screams behind her, the sereech and rum- 
ble of rubber and metal, and turned to see the big black SUV careening 
along the sidewalk directly at her, she had a wide smile on her face. The 
smile was still there when the SU\^ struck her and swerved back onto 
the street, leasing her dead on the sidewalk. 


5:16 P.M. 

Fort Detrick, Maryland 

Smith pushed away from the computer sereen. There were five re- 
ports from the Prince Leopold Institute, but none had arrived yesterday 
or early today, and none reported an)'thing but more failure to classify 
the unknown %irus. 

Tliere had to be a report with nerv information in it — at least one 
fact important enough for Sophia to be inspired in some new line of 
inrestigation she had chronicled as a full-page note last night. But he 
had searched Dctrick s database, CDC’s database, and tied into the 
army’s supercomputer to search cr-cty other Level Four lab in the w'orld, 
including the Prince Leopold itself. 

Tlicrc was nothing. 

Frustrated, he stared at the uncooperative screen. Either Sophia had 
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5:27 P.M. 

The Morgue, Frederick, Maryland 

Dr. Lutfallah was annoyed. “I don’t know wlial more can rmd 
out, Colonel Smith. The autopsy was clear. Definite. Shouldn t you take 
a break? I’m surprised you can function at all. You need some .sleep . . , 
‘Til sleep when I knovs' what happened to her,” Smith snapped. "Aird 
I’m not questioning what killed her, only how it killed her,” 

The pathologist had reluctantly agreed to rcmcct Smith in the hos- 
pital's autopsy room. He was not happy to have been pulled away from 
a perfectly good Tanqueray martini. 

“Hoir?" Lutfallah 's eyebrows shot up. TTii.s was too much. He marie 
no effort to keep the scathing sarca.sm from his voice, "I'd say thal’rl he 
the usual any lethal virus kills. Colonel.” 

Smith ignered him. He was berit close to the table, fighting to keep 
from breaking cewn again at the sigiit of his vibrant Sophia so pale and 
lifeless. *m. er- inch. L’ncrcr. Examine her inch by inch. Look for any- 
thing we mimed, ani-hmg aniusuaL Anything.” 

Stfa anming LurfrJlah began to search. The two medical mc-n 
rmrkec ;n nier.u; mr an h.nur. Uit^Ilah was starting to make annoyed 
scimer spin -.-.-.m ,ie. gr.'e 3 mufned endamation through his surgical 
mask. -h i'"' 
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“Any and all made by Dr. Sophia Russell since last Saturday. Incom- 
ing, loo.” 

‘Tou have authorization, sir?” 

“Ask Kielbutget.” 

“I'll get back to you, Colonel. 

Fifteen minutes later, Dingman phoned with a list of Sophia s in- 
coming and outgoing calls. There had been few, since Sophia and the 
rest of the staff had been buried in their labs and offices with the virus. 

' Five outgoing, three overseas, and only four incoming. He called the 
numbers. All checked out as discussions of what had not been found, 
of failure. 

1 Disappointed, he sat back — and then shot forward out of his chair. 

He ran through the corridor into Sophia’s office, where he pawed 
through every thing on her desk again. Checked the drawers. He was not 
ssTong— her monthly telephone log, the one Kielburger insisted they 
keep faithfully, was also missing. 

1 , : He hurried back to his office and made another call. “Ms. Curtis? 

• Did Sophia turn her October phone log in early? No? You’re sure? Thank 

. ' vou.” 

Oi 

, ,, Hicy had taken her phone log, too. The murderers. Why? Because 
there had been a call that revealed what they were trying to hide. It had 
, been erased along srith the Prince Leopold report. They were powerful 
and clever, and he had hit a seemingly impenetrable wall trying to dis- 
corcr what Sophia had done, or knew, to make someone think he 
needed to kill her. 

He would have to find the answer another way — ^look into the history 
' of the victims. Something must have connected them before they died, 

something tragically lethal. 

He dialed again. “Jon Smith, Ms. Curtis. The general in his office?” 
, He surely is. Colonel. You hold on now.” Ms. Melanie Curtis was 

fom Mississippi, and she liked him. But tonight he did not feel like 
flictr usual flirtatious banter. 

“Thank you.” 


s changed your mind, Colonel?” 

: I’ve seen the light. The bigger danger should get the prior- 

Kielburger snorted in disbelief. "Okay, soldier. You'll fly out 
s at 0800 tomorrow. Be in my office at 0700, and I’ll give you 
ictions.” 
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Chapter 

Eleven 


5:04 P.M. 

Adirondack Park, NwYoik 

Contrarj’ to the assumptions of most of the world, two-thirds of New 
York was not sk)'scrapers, jammed subways, and ruthless financial cen- 
ters. As ^ictorTremo^t, COO of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals, stood on 
his deck in the r-ast Adirondack State Park looking west, in his mind’s 
. he could sec the map: stretching from Vermont on the east nearly 
ke Ontario on the west, Canada on the north to just above Albany 
t c south, some six million acres of lush public and private lands 
rom rushing rivers and thousands of lakes to forty-six rugged peaks 
thousand feet above the Adirondack flat- 

Tremont knew all this because he had the kind of honed mind that 
• omaticalis grasped, stored, and used important facts. Adirondack 
1 ! because it was a stunning woodland 

lit I ^ stories he 

I ° afound his fireplace was about a state tax chief who 

ugrt a local summer cabin, men the tax man decided his 
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and {he taste of the fift)-year-old Langavulin he sipped. It warmed his 
blood and coated his throat with a satisfying bum. The Langavuhn was 
perhaps the globe’s finest whiskey, but its heavy peat-smoke flavor and 
incredibly balanced body were little known outside Scotland. That was 
because Tremont bought the entire supply each year from the distillery 
on Islay. 

But as he stood in the last golden rays of the sunset on the veranda, 
it was the wilderness rather than the whiskey that brought a smile to 
his patrician lips. The pristine lake was only a short canoe portage from 
overpopulated Raquettc. The tall pines swayed gently, and their pun- 
gent scent filled the air. In the distance, the naked peak of 5,344-foot 
Mount Marcy shone like a finger pointing at God. 

Tremont had been attracted to the mountains since he had been an 
unruly teenager in Syracuse. His father, a professor of economics up on 
the hill at the universitj', had not been able to control him then any 
more than the fat-ass chairman of Blanchard could control him now. 
Both were always insisting upon what could not be done, that no one 
could do everything he wanted. He had never understood such narrow- 
ness. Wliat limitation was there except your imagination? Your abilities? 
^our daring? Tire Hades Project itself was an example. If they had 
knonn in the beginning what he emnsioned, both would have told him 
it svas impossible. No one could do it. 

Inwardly he snorted with disgust. They were puny, small men. In a 
few weeks, the project would be a total success. He would be a total 
success. ’Tlicn there would be decades of profits. 

Masbe if was because this was the final stage of Hades, but he had 
tound himself occasionally drifting off in reverie, thinking about his 
long-dead father. In a strange way, his father had been the only man 
he had c\cr respected. The old man had not understood his only son, 
but he had stood by him. As a teen, Tremont had been fascinated by 
the moric Jeremiah Johnson. He had seen it a dozen times. Then, in the 
dead of an icy winter, he had taken off for the mountains, determined 
to lire off the land just as Johnson had. Pick berries and dig roots. Hunt 
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his owTi meat Fight Indians. Pit himself against the elements in a heroic 
venture few had the courage or imagination to attempt. 

But there had been little that was noble about the experience. He 
killed two deer out of season with his father's 30-30 Remington, mis- 
takenl) shot at and almost killed some hikers, got violently sick on the 
wTong berries, and damn near froze to death. Fortunately, because of 
his missing rifle, parka, and backpack, plus his constant talking about 
the film, his father had guessed where he had headed. When the forest 
scnicc wanted to give up the hunt, his father had raged and pushed all 
the levers of academia and state politics. The result was the forest ser- 
vice grumbled but soldiered on, eventually finding him, miserable and 
frostbitten, in a cave on the snowy slopes of Marcy. 

Despite everything, he counted it as one of the most important ex- 
periences of his life. He had learned from the mountain fiasco that 
nature was hard, indifferent, and no friend to humanity. He had also 
discovered physical challenge held little allure for him; it was too easy 
to lose But his greatest lesson was the critical point of why Johnson 
had gone to the mountains. At the time, he had thought it was to 
challenge nature, to fight Indians, to prove manhood. Wrong. It was to 
make monev 1 he mountain men were trappers, and everything they 
did and suffered was for one goal— to get nch. 

He had neser forgotten that The boldness and simplicity of the goal 
had shaped his life 

As these thoughts flickered through his mind on the rustic veranda, he 
realized he wished his father were here for the conclusion of Hades. 'The 
man would finalh recognize that a man could do anything he wanted 
as oiig as he was smart enough and tough enough. Would his father be 
proud? ProbabK not He laughed aloud. Too bad for the old man. His 
mother would be. but that was meaningless. Women didn’t count. 

ruptlv he came alert He cocked his head, listening. The cfiop-c/iop 
o >='>coptcr rotors was growing louder. Tremont knocked back his 
s o Cl. c t IS cigar m a large serpentine ashtray to die a natural death, 


strode into the enonnous high-beamed f 

from the log walls were the glass eyes of mounted trophy heads. Adi- 
rondack wood-and-leather furniture stood on hand-knotted mgs atoun 
the nulk-in fireplace. Tremont continued past the crackling fire and 
along a back hall where the aroma of hot baking-powder brsmts scented 
the air from the kitchen. 

Finally he stepped out on the other side of the lodge into the cool 
dusk. Tire chopper, a Bell S-92C Helibus, svas settling down in a clearing 
a hundred yards away. 

The four men who descended were in their mid-forties or early fifties, 
like Tremont himself. Unlike Tremont, who was dressed in custom- 
made chinos, pewter-colored bush shirt, Gore-Tex lined safari jacket, 
and a broad-brimmed safari hat that hung from its chin strap down his 
back, they wore expensive, tailored business suits. They were smooth- 
looking men with the sophisticated manners of the privileged business 
class. 

As the noisy rotors thundered, Tremont greeted each with the broad 
smile and vigorous handshake of an old friend. The chopper copilot 
jumped out to unload luggage. Tremont waved toward the lodge and 
turned to lead his visitors there. 

Moments after the Helibus took off into the twilight, a smaller 2Q6B 
jctRangci HI helicopter settled into the clearing. Two men very different 
from the occupants of the first helicopter stepped from the JetRanger. 
They wore ordinary, off-the-rack suits no one would look at hvice. The 
tall, swarthy man in the dark blue suit had a pockmarked face mth 
hcavy-liddcd eyes and a nose as curved and sharp as a scimitar. The 
round-faced, bland-looking man with the big shoulders and lankv brown 
h» pay, Nei,h„ tad I«gg,p^ I, „„ 

ttal r»„W ,he„ „ different Tliere 
romelhmg eboni ihe they, moved , . , e tamed predator, 
nn Ibal anyone ..'ho W .bout such Ihinp ™„u re^mi,, ' 


gcrous. 


man- 
as dan- 
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ITie pair ducked under the JetRanger’s flashing rotors and followed 
the others toward the lodge. 

Although Victor Tremont never looked back, the four other tnen 
noticed the last two. They glanced at each other uneasily, as if they had 
seen both men before 

Nadai al-ilassan and Bill Griffin showed no reaction to either Tre- 
niont’s indifference or to the nervousness of the other four. Silently, 
their gazes swept all around, and they entered the lodge by a different 
door 





At the long Norwegian banquet table, Victor Tremont and his four 
guests dined on a feast that could have come from Valhalla itself — wild 
duck confit with shitaki mushrooms, poached local lake trout, and ven- 
ison shot by Tremont himself, with braised Belgian endive, potatoes 
dauphin, and a Rhone Hcrrmlagc reduction sauce. Flushed and sated, 
the men chose overstuffed chairs in the vast living room. They indulged 
in cognac, Rcnn Martin Cordon Bleu, and cigars — Cuban Maduros 
made c\clusiveK for lieinont After they were settled in around the 
blazing fire, 1 remont finished his status report on the project that had 
consumed their imaginations, hopes, and lives for the last dozen years. 

wt d alwass iupothesized the mutation would take place in the 
American subiccts as much as a vear later than it did in the non- 
Amcncan subiccts A matter of general health, nutrition, physical fit- 
ness, and genetics Weil 

Tremont paused tor emphasis and to study their faces. Tliey had all 
been with him from the start—a year after he had returned from Peru 
with the odd \irus and the monkevs' blood Tlierc was George Hycm 
far off to tlic right, like a wing gunner Tall and ruddy, in those days 
lad been a >oung accountant who had seen the financial potential 
instantly. Now iic was chief accountant for Blanchard while actually 
working for Tremont. Next to him was Xavier Becker, going to fat, a 
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computer genius who had shortened research on improving the varm 
and the serum by five years. Opposite Tremont sat Adam Cam, post- 
doc virologist who had seen George’s numbers and decided his futoe 
was with Blanchard and Tremont, rather than with the CDC. He had 
found a way to isolate the lethal mutated virus and Veep it stable tor 
as much as a vveeh. On Becker’s other side was Blanchard’s security 
chief, Jack McGraw, who had covered all their asses horn the start 
His four clandestine associates were ready and eager tor the payoff. 
Tremont held the pause another beat. “The virus has surfaced here 
■ in the United States. Soon it’s going to appear across the world. Country' 
by country. An epidemic. The press doesn't know about it yet, but they 
will. No way to stop them or the virus. The only recourse governments 
will have is to pay our price.” 

The four men grinned. Their eyes shone with dollar signs. Big dollar 
signs. But there was something else, too — triumph, pride, anticipation, 
and eagerness. The}' were already professional successes. Now they were 
going to be financial successes, hugely wealthy, achieving the pinnacle 
of the American dream. 


Tremont said, “George?” 


George abruptly reset his face. He looked sad, crestfallen. Tlie profit 
projection for the stockholders is ready any time.” He hesitated. “I’m 
afraid it s less than we'd hoped. Perhaps only five ... six at best 
hillim dollars.” And laughed uproariously at his joke. 

Xavier Bcckcr, frowning severely at George’s levity, did not wait to 
be asked, “\STiat about the secret audit 1 discovered?” 


"jack says that only Haldane has actually seen it," Tremont told 
them, “and I'll handle him when we meet before the board dinner at 
the annual meeting. What else, Xavier?” Mercer Haldane was chairman 
et Blanchard Pharmaceuticals. 


vc mampulated the computer logs to show we’ve been working on 
c cocktad of recombinant antibodies that form our serum the whole 
years, .nvproving it since vve got the patent, and that we’ve finished 





our final tests and submitted it for FDA approval. The logs also now 
show our astronomical costs.” Excitement was in Xavier’s voice. "Sup- 
ply’s in the millions of doses and climbing.” 

Adam laughed. "No one suspects a damn thing.” 

"Even if they suspect, they'll never find the trail.” Jack McGraw, the 
security chief, rubbed his hands, pleased. 

“just tell us when to move!” George begged. 

Tremont smiled and held up his hand. “Don’t worry', I’ve got a 
complete timetable based on how fast they realize they’ve got an epi- 
demic on their hands. I’ll make my move on Haldane before the board 
meeting." 

’The five men drank, their futures growing brighter every second. 

Then Tremont put down his brandy. His face grew somber. He again 
raised a hand to silence them. “Unfortunately, we’ve run into a situation 
that could be more of a problem than the audit. How big or small the 
danger is, or whether there’s any danger at all after some, ah, steps we 
were forced to take, we can’t be certain yet. But rest assured it’s being 
watched and thoroughly dealt with.” 

lack McGraw scowled. “What kind of problem, Victor? MTiy w'asn’t 
|h told”’ 

Tremont cved him. “Because 1 don’t w'ant Blanchard ev'en remotely 
connected He expected Jack to be jealous of security, but in the end 
Tremont made all decisions. “As for the problem, it was simply one of 
those events no one could anticipate. Wien I was in Peru on that 
expedition where 1 found the virus and the potential scrum, I ran into 
a group of young undergraduates on a field trip. Beyond being polite, 
we paid little attention to each other because we were interested in 
different studies. He shook his head in wondemrent. “But three days 
3jjO one called. WTien she said her name, 1 vaguely recalled a student 
who had shown a lot of interest in my work. She went on to become a 
cell and molecular biologist. The problem was she’s now at USAMRIID, 
which is studying the first deaths. As we expected, they hadn’t been 
able to figure out the virus. But the unique combination of symptoms 
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my name. SKe called me. 

"jcsus!” George exclaimed, his mddy face gone white. 

“She tied the vims to you?” )ach McGiaw growled. 

To us!” Xav-ier exploded. 

Tremont shmgged. “I denied it. I convinced her she w'as waong, that 
thcrc'd been no such vims. Then I sent l^adal al-Hassan and his people 
to eliminate her." 

There was a collective relaxation in the giant living room. Sighs of 
relief as the tension cased. They had woihed hard and long for more 
than a decade, had risked their professions and livelihoods on this one 
visionary gamble, and none had any intention of losing the riches that 
were now within teach, 

"Unfortunately,” Tremont went on, “we were unsuccessful in doing 
the same to her fianed and research partner. He escaped us, and it's 
possible she had time to speak to him before she died." 

jack McGraw understood. “That's why al-Hassan is here. 1 knew 
something was up." 

Tremont shook his head. “Don’t make more of this than there is. 1 
sent for al-Vlassan to report on how we stood. WTiile I have the most 
to lose, wc’tc all in it together." 

The silence in the room was louder than any noise. 

Xavier broke it. "Okay. Let's hear what he’s got to say.” 

Tlic fire had died down to glowing coals and a few flickering flames. 
Tremont moved to the side of the stone fireplace. He pressed a button 
in the carved mantlepiece. First Nadal al-Hassan and then Bill Griffin 
entered the cavernous room. Al-Hassan joined Victor Tremont before 
the fireplace, while Griffin remained unobtrasive in the background, M- 
Hassan ickrted details of Sophia Russell’s call to Tremontlisr cea*-'- 
and h.s removal of everything that could connect the virus to foe ? foXl’ 
Project, lie described jonathan Smith’s reactions. He detailed 

Ixackmailmg of Ldy Uwenstein and the subsequent erasure ri 
tromc evidence. ’ 



“Nothing remains to connect us to Russell or the virus,” al-Hassan 
finished, “unless she told Colonel Smith.” 

Jach McGraw growled, “That's a pretty damn big ‘unless.’ ” 

“That is what 1 think,” al-Hassan agreed. "Something has made 
Smith suspicious that her death was not an accident. He has been in- 
vestigating vigorously, ignoring his share of the scientific work on the 
vims itself.” 

“Can he find us?” the accountant, George, asked ners’ously. 

“Anyone can find anyone if they look long enough and hard enough. 
Tlrat is why I think we must eliminate him.” 


Victor Tremont nodded to the rear of the room. “But you don’t 
agree, Griffin?” 

Everyone rotated to stare at the former FBI man, who was leaning 
against a wall behind them. Bill Griffin was thinking about Jon Smith. 
He had done his damnedest to warn his friend off. He had used his old 
FBI credentials to learn from Jon’s office that he was out of town, and 
then he had gone through a Rolodex of agencies acquiring one bit of 
information after another until he had finally uncovered which confer- 
ence Jon was attending and, from there, where in London he had been 
\ staying. 

So as his canny gaze swept the five who stared at him, he did what 
lie had to do to save himself, while trying to distract the heat from Jon; 
He shmgged. noncommittal. 'Smith’s been working so hard to find out 
uhat happened to the Russell woman that 1 think she must’ve told him 
nothing about Peru or us. Otherwise, he'd likely be here right now, 
■nocking on the door to talk to you, Mr. Tremont, But our mole inside 
USAMRIID says Smiths stopped investigating her death and is back 
concentrating on the Hrus with the team. He’s even flying to California 

morrow to do the routine interviews with the family and friends of 
Major Anderson.” 


Tremont nodded thoughtfully. “Nadal?" 

Our contact in Detrick says General Kielburgcr ordered Smith to 
Cahfomia, but he refused,” al-Hassan reported. “Later he volunteered 






Chapter 

Twelve 


10:12 A.M., Wednesday, October 15 
Fort Ir^^^n, Barstow, California 

The C-130 transport from Andrews Air Force Base louclicd down at 
the Southern California Logistical Airport near Victorville at 1012 on a 
warm, windy morning. A military’ police Humvee met Smith on the 
runway. 

“Welcome to California, sir," the driver greeted Smith as he grabbed 
his bag and held the vehicle’s door open. 

“Tlianks, Sergeant. Are we driving to InWn? 

“To the helicopter landing area, sir. Tlicrc’s a chopper from InWn 
waiting for you there.” 

The driver heaved Smith’s bag into the rear, climbed behind the 
"heel, and careened off across the tarmac. Smith hung on as the big 
combat vehicle bounced across ruts and potholes until it reached a wait- 
'ng helicopter ambulance maiVcd \\itb the logo of the EIc\-cnt ^ 
mored Cavalry Regiment— a rearing black stalhon on a r 
red-and-white field. Its rotors were already pivotin 

An older man wearing the gold leaf of a major 
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ceus stepped out from beneath the long blades. He held out his hand 
and shouted, “Dr, Max Behrens, Colonel. Weed Army Hospital.” 

An enlisted man took Smith's bag, and they climbed into the vi- 
brating ambulance chopper It lurched into the air and banked at a steep 
angle, low across the desert. Smith looked down as they passed over 
two-lane highways and the buildings of small tosvns. Soon they were 
following the broad four lanes of Interstate 15. 

Dr Behrens leaned toward him to yell over the wind and noise. 
“\\'e\e kept close watch on all units on the base, and no other cases 
of the \irus hasc appeared.” 

Smith said loudly, “Mrs Anderson and the others ready to talk 
with me?" 

D essir Family, friends, everyone you need. TTie colonel of OPFOR 
said you’re to have anything you want, and he’d be glad to speak with 
you himself if that'd help." 

“OPFOR’” 

Behrens grinned. “Sorry , forgot you’ve been at Detrick awhile. Tliat’s 
our mission Opposing Force. WTiat the Eleventh Cav does here is act 
the role of enemi to all the regiments and brigades that come through 
for field training W e give them one hell of a hard time. It entertains 
us and makes them better soldiers ” 

Tile helicopter flew across a four-lane highw'ay and plunged deeper 
into the rock-strewn desert until Smith saw a road below, a WELCOME 
sign, and at the top of a hill a jumble of piled rocks all painted with 
the brightly colored logos and patches of units that had been stationed 
there or passed through Invin over the years. 

Tlicy swept on above lines of fast-mosing vehicles trailing clouds of 
ust. It was startling how much the visually modified American vehicles 
ooked like Russian mechanized infantry BMP-2s, BRDM-2s, and ar- 
ored division T-SO tanks The chopper swooped over the main post 
settled to the desert floor in a cloud of sand. A reception committee 
'«s uniting, and Smith was jolted back to why he was here. 
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Phyllis Anderson sws a tall woman and a little heavy, as i 
eaten too many transient meals on too many array bases. He; 
was drawn as they sat on pacldng boxes in the silent lisrag rc( 
pleasant house. She had the frightened eyes Smith had sew.;, 
relatively young army widows. WTiat was she going to do rcr 
spent her entire married life living from camp to canin. nrr : 
on-base or off-base housing that was never her own. Sk ban 
to call home. 

"The children?" she said in answer to Snntb's ciiertrcn 'I a 
to my parents. They’re too young to know anrtnng.* She j 
the packed boxes. “I’ll join them in a few' days, v eT aar-e • 
house. It’s a small town. Near Erie, Pennsvivaraa. HI asr.-e m ; 
work. Don’t know what I can do . . ." 

She trailed off, and Smith felt brutal brjisms her haah ~ 
needed to ask. 

“Was the major ever sick before that csvr 
She nodded. “Sometimes he'd run a sudden iz'z: 
hours, and then it’d go away. Once it went cn mr nTenr--h:;- 
The doctors were concerned hut couldn’t Sru: a sans: sr,- 

got better without any problem. But a few we^- 2:^- 

with a heavy cold. I wanted him to take serne ni 

out of the field, but that wasn’t Keith. He snr 

mishes didn’t stop for a cold. Tb.ecr.fe 
anyone in the field." She locked dnwr. ^ CC 
twisted a ragged tissue. “Cculd.’ 

"Mything you can tell me fcat-rijr- -- - 

killed him?' ' 

He saw' her frmcli - - 

ui.iUi ut uHe Tcr’T — 

rjucstion. ” r - 

N’o." She raised her ei-,- ^ • 



had to fight to keep it from reflecting in his o\to eyes. She continued, 
"it was over so fast. His cold seemed better. He took a good afternoon 
nap. And then he woke up dying.” She bit her lower lip to stop a sob. 

He felt his eyes moisten. He reached out and put his hand on top 
of hers. "I’m so sorry. 1 know how difficult it is for you,” 

“Do you?” Her s'oice was forlorn, but there was a question in it, too. 
They both knew’ he could not bring back her husband, but might he 
have a magic remedy to wipe away the endless, bottomless pain that 
made her ache from every cell? 

"1 do know," he said softly. “The virus killed my fiancee, too." 

She stared, shocked. Two tears slid down her cheeks. "Horrible, 
isn't it?" 

He cleared his throat. His chest burned, and his stomach felt as if it 
had just been invaded by a cement mixer. "Horrible,” he agreed. "Do 
you think you can go on? I want to find out about this virus and stop 
it from killing anyone else,” 

She was still a soldier’s wife in her mind, and action was always the 
best comfort. “What else do you want to know?” 

Was Major Anderson in Atlanta or Boston recently?” 

I don t think he was ever in Boston, and we haven’t been in Atlanta 
since wc left Bragg vears 3 go.'’ 

^V^lcrc else besides Fort Bragg did the major serve?" 
ell . . , She reeled off a list of bases that covered the country 
from Kentucky to California. "Germany, too, of course, when Keith was 
with the Tliird Armored.” 

When was that? Marburg hemorrhagic fever, a close cousin of 
Ebola, had first been discovered m Germany. 

Oh, 1989 through ’91.” 

With the Third Armored? Then he went to Desert Storm?" 

•Tes.” 

Anyrvhctc else overseas?” 

“Somalia." 

That was where Smith had his fatal encounter with Lassa fever. It 
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had been a small operation, but bad be knonm evei)ibmg that happened 
there? An unknow-n \-irus was always possible deep in the jungles an 
deserts and mountains of that unfortunate continent. 

Smith pressed on. "Did he e%'er talk about Somalia? Was he sick 
there? Even briefly? One of those sudden fevers that went away? Head- 
aches?” 

She shook her bead. “Not that I remember.” ' 

“Was be ever sick in Desert Storm? 


“No.” 


“Exposed to any chemical or biological agents? 

“1 don’t think so. But I remember he did say the medics sent him 
to a MASH for a minor shrapnel wound and some doctors said the 
MASH could’ve been exposed to germ warfare. They inoculated ever)'- 
onc who went through.” 

Smith's gut did a flip, but he kept the excitement from his voice, 
“including the major?” 

She almost smiled. “He said it was the worst inoculation he ever got. 
Rcallv hurt.” 

“\'ou don’t happen to recall the hdASH number?” 

“No, I’m sort)’." 


Soon after that he ended the interview. They stood in the shade of 
her front porch, talking about nothing. There was solace in the normal 
interactions of ever)day life. 


But as he stepped off the porch, she said in a tired voice, “Are you 
the last one. Colonel? I think I’ve told everything I know.” 

Smith turned. “Someone else questioned you about the major?” 

“Major Behrens over at M^eed, the colonel, a pathologist from Los 
' ngclcs, and those awful government doctors who called here on Sat- 
urday asking terrible things like poor Keith’s symptoms, how long he 
Uved. how he looked at the-” She shuddered. 

doctor could 

«, nations 0 , the -Did they say „h„ they^ ™,Jd L 
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“No. Just government doctors.” 

He thanked her again and left. In the glaring sun and hard wind of 
the high desert, he walked to his next interview thinking about what he 
had learned. Could the virus have been contracted by Major Anderson 
in Iraq — or given to him there — and then lain dormant over the next 
ten years, except for unexplained mild fevers, finally empting into what 
seemed like a simple heary cold . . . and death? 

He knew no virus that acted that way. But then no \irus they had 
knorvn had acted like HIV-AIDS until it exploded from the heart of 
Africa onto the world. 

And who were the "government doctors” who had called Phyllis An- 
derson before anyone outside the CDC and Fort Detrick was even aware 
that there was a new vims? 


8:22 P.M. 

Lake Magua, New York 

I Congressman Benjamin Stoat mopped his balding head and took 
another gulp of Vfictor Tremont’s single malt. He and Tremont were 
sitting in the dark sunroom that looked out over the nighttime deck 
and grassy lawn. WYiile they had been talking, a large-e)'ed doe had 
strolled across the deck as if she owned it, and Victor Tremont had 
merely smiled. Congressman Sloat had decided long ago he would never 
understand Tremont, but then he did not need to. Tremont meant 
contacts and campaign contributions and a big chunk of Blanchard 
Pharmaceuticals stock, an unbeatable combination in this high-priced 
political age. 

The congressman grumbled. “Dammit, Victor, why didn’t you clue 
rne in earlier? 1 could ve headed this Smith off. Got him and the woman 
s lipped oscrscas. Wc wouldn t have a murder to cover up and a damned 
snooper nosing in the closet." 

From his armchair, Tremont gestured with his cigar. “Her call was 
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such a shock ali I could think of was getting rid of her. It’s only now 
that wc know how close she and Smith were.” 

Sloat drank moodily. “Can we just ignore him? Hell, the woman’ll 
be buried and forgotten soon, and it sure looks like Smith doesn’t know 
much yet. Maybe it’ll blow over." 

“You want to take -that chance?” Tremont studied the sweating chair- 
man of the Armed Sendees Committee. “All hell’s going to break loose 
around the world soon, and we’ll be the white knights to the rescue. 
Unless someone stumbles onto something incriminating and blows the 
whistle on us.” 

Half-hidden in the flickering shadows of the farthest comer of the 
sunroom, Nadal al-Hassan warned, “Dr. Smith is at Fort Inrin at this 
moment. He may hear of our 'government doctors.’ ” 

Tremont contemplated the thick ash of his cigar. “Smith’s come a 
long way already. Not far enough to hurt us, but enough to get our 
attention. If he gets too close, Nadal will eliminate him without drawing 
attention to us or the death of Sophia Russell. Something very different. 
A tragic accident. Isn’t that right, Nadal?” 

Suicide," the Arab offered from the shadows. “He is obviously dis- 
traught over Dr. Russell’s death.” 

Tliat could be good, if you can make it airtight,” Tremont agreed. 
Meanwhile, Congressman, block his investigation. Keep him in the lab. 
Get him reassigned. Anything.” 

1 II call General Salonen. Hell know the right man,” Sloat decided, 
c II need to keep the virus under vmps. Extreme sensitivity’. Smith’s 
only a doctor, an amateur, and this is a job for the pros.” 

“Tliaf sounds about right.” 

Sloat finished his single malt, smacked his lips, nodded in appreci- 
ation, and stood. "I'll call Salonen right away. But not from here. Better 
to use a pay phone in the rillage.” 

.After the congressman left, Tremont continued to smoke. He spoke 
'rithouf looking at Nadal al-Hassan. "Wc should’ve eliminated Smith, 
lou were right. Griffin was WTong.” 



“Perhaps. Or perhaps, in his view, he was quite right.” 

Tremont turned. “How so?” 

"1 have wondered how Dr. Smith appeared to be so alert for ou 
nitial attaclcs. W^y was he in that park so late, so far from his horn- 
n Tliurmont? VVhy svas he so ready to suspect murder?” 

Tremont studied the Arab. “You think Griffin warned him. WTiy 
Sriffin stands to lose as much as the rest of us if we’re exposed.” 11 
jaused thoughtfully. “Unless he’s still working for the FBI?” 

"No, I checked that. Griffin is independent, I am sure. But pe 
1 C and Dr. Smith had some association in the past. My pcopl 
nvostigating.” 

Victor Tremont had been frowning. Now he suddenly smiled. Hi 
il-Hassan, “There's a solution. An elegant solution. Keep checkin 
)asts of tlic two men, but at the same time tell your associate 
Griffin, that 1 have changed my mind. I want him to personally 
Smith . . . and eliminate him. Yes, kill him quickly.” He nodded c 
md smiled again. “This way we’ll discover where Mr. Griffin’s loy 
actually lie." 


Chapter 

Thirteen 


9:14 A.M., Thursda)', October 16 
Fort Detrick, Marjland 

The rest of his inteniews at Fort Iraan )'esterday had added nothing 
more to what he had learned from Phyllis Anderson. After the last in- 
Icmew, Smith had flowTi all night from Victonille, sleeping fitfully most 
of the ss-ay. From Andrews, he drove straight to Fort Detrick, seeing no 
suspicious vehicles either following him or waiting at Detrick. The re- 
ports from the other family and associates intersiews were in. They told 
him the homeless sictim in Boston and the late father of the dead girl 
in Atlanta had also been in the army during the Gulf War. He searched 
the sersnee records of all three soldiers. 

Sgf. Harold Pickett had been in 1-502 Infantry Battalion, Second 
nga c 101st Air Assault Disision in Desert Storm. He had been 
1 w ^ treated at 167th MASH. Specialist Four Mario Dublin 
been an orderly at the 167th MASH. There w-as no record of the 
Kn- 'cutenant Keith Anderson having been treated at the 167th, but 
tb. '^ored had been at the Iraq-Kuwait border near 
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The results made Smith reach once more for the telephone. He di- 
aled Atlanta. 

“Mrs. Pickett? Sorry to call you so early. I'm Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith 
from the U.S. Army Medical Research Institute for Infectious Diseases. 
May I ask you a few questions?” 

'The woman at the other end was close to hysterics. “No more. Please, 
Colonel. Haven’t you people — ” 

Smith pressed on. “I know it’s terribly difficult for you, Mrs. Pickett, 
but we’re trying to prevent more girls like your daughter from dying the 
way she did.” 

“Please — ” 

“Two questions.” 

As the silence stretched, he thought she might have just walked away 
from the phone. Then her voice sounded again, tow and dull. “Go 
ahead.” 

Was your daughter ever injured badly enough to need a blood trans- 
fusion, and did your husband donate the blood?” 

Now the silence radiated fear. “How . . . how did you know?” 

It had to be something like that. One last question; Did government 
doctors call you on Saturday to ask questions about her death?” 

He could almost hear her nod. “They certainly did. I was shocked. 
Tliey were like ghouls. I hung up on them.” 

No identification beyond just ‘government doctors’?” 

“No, and 1 hope you fire them all." 

Tlic line went dead, but he had what he needed. 

^ Ihrcc soldiers had almost certainty been inoculated against "pos- 
s' c actcnological warfare agent contamination” at the same MASH 
unit in Iraq-Kuwait ten years ago. 

th dialed Brigadier General Kietburger’s extension to tell him 
about the inten-iews. 

s: -Urr squeaked in alarm. “Arc you sure. 

Smith? Really sure?” 

As sure as 1 am of anything right now.” 



“Damn'. That’ll explode the Pentagon after all the medical headache 
and lawsuits about Gulf War ss-ndrome. Don’t talk to anyone until 1 v 
cheeked this with the Pentagon. Not a word. You understand? 

Smith hung up in disgust. Politics! 

He went to lunch to think and decided the next thing to do n-as t 
locate the “government doctors." Someone had ordered them to mai 
those calls, but who? 


Four long, wasted hours later, it was Smith who svas ready to explo 
35 he repeated into the telephone receiver, “. . . Yes, doctors who call 
Fort lu\an, California, Atlanta, and probably Boston. They asked na: 
questions about the virus victims’ deaths. The families are steamed, a 
I'm getting damn mad, too!” 

“I’m just doing my job, Dr. Smith.” The woman on the other c 
of the line was testy. “Our director was killed in a hit-and-run accid 
j'csfcrday, and we’re shorthanded. Now tell me your name and y 
company again.” 

He took a long breath. "Smith, Lieutenant Colonel Jonathan. Fi 
U.S. Army Medical Research Institute for Infectious Diseases at 1 
Dctrick.” 

Tlrere was silence. She seemed to be writing down his name 
“compan).” She came back on. “Hold, please." 

lie fumed. He had been running into the same bureaucratic red 
for the past four hours. Only the CDC had confirmed that they 
not called the families. ’The surgeon general’s office 'told him to pi 
request in writing. The various possible institutes at NiH refened 
to general information, and the man there said they had been on 
to not discuss anything to do with those deaths. No matter how ' 
e had explained that he was a government researcher already W( 
on those deaths, he had gotten nowhere. 

Bv (he time lie was turned away by the departments of the nai 
air force and Health and Human Services, he knew' he was being 
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teams of “government doctors,” there was no reason to keep that from 
him or anyone else at USAMRIID. 

Unless they were not government doctors at all. 

"Listen, General. 1 think — ” 

Tlic general interrupted, disgusted. 'Tour hearing gone. Colonel? 
Don’t you understand orders anymore? \Vc stand down. Tlic profes- 
sionals will work on Dr. Russell’s death. 1 suggest you go hack to your 
lab and focus on the s-irus.” 

Smith took a deep breath. Now he was not only furious, he was 
scared. “Something’s very wTong here. Either someone very powerful is 
manipulating the army, or it’s the army itself. 'Tlicy want to stop the 
investigation. Tlicy’rc stonewalling this virus, and they’re going to end 
up killing one hell of a lot of people.” 

“Arc you crazy? You’re in the army. And those were direct orders!" 

Smith glared. He had been fighting grief all day. Every time Sophia’s 
face flashed into his mind, he had tried to banish her. Sometimes he 
would sec something of hers — her favorite pen, the photos on her office 
wall, the little bottle of perfume she kept on top of her desk — and he 
would start to fall apart. Me wanted to sink to his knees and howl at 
the unseen forces that had stolen Sophia, and then he wanted to kill 
them. 

Smith snarled, "1 resign. You’ll have the papenvork this afternoon.” 

Now Kiclburgcr lost his temper. ‘Ton can’t quit in the middle of a 
goddamn crisis! I’ll have you court-martialed!" 

"Okav. I’ve got a month’s leave coming. I’m taking it!” 

“No leave! Be in your lab tomorrow or you’re AWOL!" 

lire two men faced each other across Kiclburgcr’s desk, llicn Smith 
sat down. “Tlicv murdered her. Kiclhurgcr. Tlicy killed Sophia." 

“Murdered?" Kiclburgcr was incredulous, "lliat’s ndiculous. Tlic au- 
topsy report was clear. She died as a result of the vims." 

'niic vims killed her, yes, but she didn’t contract it by any accident. 
\N'e missed it at first, maybe because the reddening didn’t appear for a 



few hours. But when we took a second look, we spotted the needle mark 
in her ankle. They infected the virus." 

“A needle mark in her ankle?” Kiclburgcr had a concerned frown. 
“Arc you sure she wasn’t — ” 

Smith eyes were hard blue agates. “There was no reason for an in- 
jection except to give her the virus.” 

“For God’s sake, Smith, why? It makes no sense.” 

“It does if you remember the page cut from her logbook. She knew — 
or suspected — something they didn’t want her to know. So they cut out 
her notes, stole her phone log, and killed her.” 

"Who are they?” 

“1 don’t know, but I'm going to find out." 

"Smith, you’re upset. 1 understand. But there’s a new virus loose to 
run across the world. There could be an epidemic.” 

“I’m not sure about that. We’ve got three widely separated cases 
that haven’t infected anyone else in their areas. Did you ever hear of a 
vims breakout in which only one single person in an area was infected?” 

Kiclburgcr considered the question, "No, I can’t say 1 have, but — ” 

“Neither has anyone else,” Smith told him grimly. “Wc still get new 
vimses, and nature confounds us all the time. But if the virus is as 
deadly as it appears, why haven’t there been more cases in each of the 
three areas since? At best it indicates this sdrus isn’t very contagious. 
The victims’ families and neighbors didn’t get it. No one in the hospitals 
got it. Even the pathologist who was sprayed with blood didn’t get it. 
The only person wc can be sure of who got it from someone else is the 
Pickett girl in Atlanta, who had a direct blood transfusion from her 
father years ago. That indicates two facts; One, the virus, like IIW, 
appears to exist in a dormant state inside a victim for years, and then 
it suddenly turns vimlcnt. Two, it seems to take a direct injection into 
the bloodstream for infection, cither in the dormant state or the vimlcnt 
state. In any event, an epidemic looks remote." 

“1 wish you were right." Kiclburgcr grimaced. “But you’re dead wTong 
this time. There arc already more cases. People are sick and dying. This 
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crar)- urns may not be bigWy contagious in the usual ways, but it’s still 

spreading.” ^ 

nVbat about Southern California? Atlanta? Boston? 

“Not in any of those places. It’s in other parts of the world— Europe, 

South America, Asia,” ^ 

Smith shook his head. “Then it’s still all wrong." He paused. “They 
murdered Sophia. \ ou understand what that means? 

“Well, I’m—” 

Smith stood up and leaned across the desk. “It means someone has 
this rims in a test tube. An unknown, deadly virus no one’s been able 
to match or trace. But someone knows what this virus is, and where it 
comes from, because they’ve got if." 

The general’s bcasy face turned purple. “Got it? But — ’’ 

Smith hammered his fist on the desk. “We’re dealing with people 
ss'ho have given the vims to other people! To Sophia. 'They’re willing to 
use it like a weapon!” 

“My God.” Kielbutgcr stared at him. “Why?” 

“WTry and who, that's what we’ve got to find out!” 

Kiclburgcr's burly body seemed to quiver in shock. Then he abruptly 
stood up, his florid face as white as it had ever been. “I’ll call the Pen- 
tagon. Go and write up what j’ou told me and what you want to do 
from here on.” 

“Tve got to go to Washington.” 

“/\!1 right. Get whatever you need. I’ll cut official orders for you.” 
“Tessir.” Smith stood back, relieved and a little stunned that he had 
finally gotten through Kielburger’s thick brain. Maybe the general was 
not .as ngid and stupid as he had thought. For a moment he almost felt 
affection for the irritating man. 

As he ran out the door, he heard Kielburger pick up his phone. “Get 
me tire surgeon general and the Pentagon. Yes, both of them. No 1 
onn t care which one first!” ’ 
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Specialist Four Adele Schweik flipped the intercept shunt on h 
telephone inside her cubicle, warily listening for any sound of Sergea 
Major Daugherty leaving her office. At last she lied briskly into h 
phone, "Surgeon General Oxnard’s Office. No, General Kiclburger, t’ 
surgeon general isn’t in the office, f'li have him cal! as soon as he i 
turns." 

Schweik glanced around. Fortunately, Sandra Quinn svas busy in h 
cubicle, and the sergeant major was in her office. Kielburger’s office n 
calling out again. Schweik answered in a different voice, “Pentage 
Please hold." 

She quickly dialed a number she read from a list in her top drawi 
"General Caspar, please? Yes, General Kiclburger calling urgently fro 
USAMRIID.’’ She took him off hold, returned to her own line, ai 
dialed again She spoked softlv but rapidly, hung up once more, ai 
went back to her work. 


5:50 P.M. 

]/ Thurmonlr Man'iand 

Smith finished packing in the empty house under the shoulder of 
Cafoctin Mountain He felt a little ill, and he figured that was no sur- 
prise Sophi.i was everywhere, from the bottled water in the kitchen to 
the scent of her m fhcir bed. It broke his heart. Tlic emptiness of the 
house echoed tJirough him Tlic house was a tomb, the sepulchre of his 
hopes, filled with Sophia’s dreams and laughter. He could not stay here. 
He could never live here again. 

Not in the house, and not in her condo. He could think of nowhere 
in the world he wanted to be. He knew he would have to figure that 
out cventuallj', but not now Not yet. First he had to find her killers. 
Smash them. Crush them info screaming masses of blood and hones 
and tissue. 

In his office after he bar! Mt ..r. bit 
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reports and notes, printed them ont, and driven a circuitons lonte 
home, watching behind. He had seen no one follow to the big saltbox 
)usc be had shared for so many happy months with Sophia. When he 
id finished packing for a week of any weather, loaded his service Ber- 
ta, and grabbed his passport, address book, and cell phone, he dressed 
1 his uniform and waited for Kielburger's call rvith the word from the 
entagon. 

But Kielburger did not call. 

It was growing dark at 1800 as he drove back to Fort Detrick. Ms. 
dclanie Curtis was not at her secretary's desk, and when he checked 


he general's office, the general was gone, too, but neither office looked 
is if it had been tidied up for the night. Very unusual. He looked at his 
is-atch; 18Z7. They must be on coffee breaks. But at the same time? 
Neither was in the coffee room. 

Kielburger’s office was still empty. 

The only explanation Smith could think of was the Pentagon had 
called Kielburger to W'ashington in person, and he had taken Melanie 
Curtis with him. 

But would not Kielburger have called to tell him? 

No. Not if the Pentagon had ordered him not to. 

Uneasy, and telling no one, he went back down to his battered Tri- 
umph. Pentagon permission or not, he was going to Washington. He 
could not sleep another night in the Thurmont house. He turned on 
the ignition and drove out the gate. He saw no one watching from 
outside, but to be sure, he circled the streets for an hour before driving 
to 1-270 and heading south for the Capital. His mind roamed over the 
past ssrth Sophia. He was beginning to find comfort in remembering 
the good times. God knew, that was all he had left. 

He had had one good night’s sleep in three days and wanted to be 
sure o™ ssus tailing him, so he pulled off abruptly at Gaithersburg 
and wutched the exit to see whether anyone followed. No one did. Sat 
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room, and went back to his room to watch CNN for an hour before 
dialing Kielburger at the office and at home. There was still no answer. 

Suddenly he sat bolt upright, shocked. It was the third item on the 
national report; “The White House has reported the tragic death of Brig. 
Gen. Calvin Kielburger, medical commander of the United States Army 
Medical Research Institute of Infectious Diseases at Fort Detrick, Mary- 
land. The general and his secretary were found dead in their homes, ap- 
parently victims of an unknown virus that has already killed four people 
in the United States, including another research scientist at Fort Detrick. 
The White House emphasizes these tragic deaths are isolated, and there 
is no public danger at this time.” 

Stunned, Smith’s mind quickly grappled with what he knew; Neither 
Kielburger nor Melanie Curtis had worked in the Hot Zone with the 
virus. Tlierc was no way they could have contracted it. Tin’s was no 
accident or natural spreading of the virus. This was murder . . . two more 
murders! Tire general had been stopped from going to the Pentagon 
and the surgeon general, and Melanie Curtis had been stopped from 
telling anyone the general’s intentions. 

And what had happened to the complete secrecy everyone working 
on the nms was supposed to maintain? Now' the nation knew. Someone 
somewhere had done a complete reversal, but why? 

“. . . in connection with the tragic deaths at Fort Detrick, the army is 
requesting all local police watch for Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith, who has 
been declared absent without leave from Detrick.” 

He froze in front of the motel tcIcWsion.- For a moment it seemed 
as if the walls were closing in on him. He shook his head; he had to 
parse this out clearly. They had enormous power, this enemy that had 
murdered Sophia, the general, and Melanie Curtis. Tlicy were out there 
looking for him, and now the police wanted him, too. 

He was on his own. 



Part Two 




Chapter 

Fourteen 


9:30 A.M., Friday, Octobei 17 
The NMiitc House, Washington, D.C. 

President Samuel Adams Castilla had been in office three years and 
was already campaigning for his second term. It v.-as a cool, gray morning 
in the District, and he had expected a good turnout at the Mayflower 
Hotel for a fund-raising breakfast, which he had canceled for this emer- 
genq' meeting, 

Annosed and worried, he stood up from the heasy pine table he used 
as his Oral Office desk and stalked to the leather chair by the fireplace, - 
where everyone was gathered. As with every president, the Oral Office 
reflected President Castilla's tastes. No thin-blooded. Eastern seaboard 
interior decorator for him. Instead, he had brought his Southwestern 
ranch furniture from the governor's residence in Santa Fe, and an Al- 
buquerque artist had coordinated the red-and-yellow Navajo drapes with 
the yellow carpet, wos’cn blue presidential seal, and the vases, baskets, 
and headdresses that made this the most native Oval Office in history. 

AH right, he said, "CN’N says wc'vc had six deaths from this virus 
now. Tell me how bad it really is and what we’ie up against." 


123 
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Sitting around a simple pine coffee table, the men and women were 
imber but cautiously optimistic. Surgeon General Jesse Oxnard, seated 
c\t to the secrctars' of Health and Human Services, was the first to 
aswer "There have now been fifteen deaths from an unknown sirus 
rat was diagnosed last weekend. That’s here in America, of course, 
/e’ve just recently learned there were six original cases, with three of 
icm surviving. At least that’s a little hopeful.” 

Chief of Staff Charles Ouray added, “Reports from the WTfO indi- 
jte ten or twelve thousand people overseas have contracted it. Several 
rousand have died ” 

“Nothing to require any special emergency action on our part, I’d 
jy,” This was the chairman of the Joint Chiefs, Admiral Stevens Brosc. 
Ic was leaning against the fireplace mantel under a large Bierstadt 
iocky Mountain landscape. 

“But a virus can spread like wildfire.” Secretar)' of Health and Human 
iervices Nanev Petrelli pointed out. “I don't see how we can in all good 
onscience wait for the CDC or Fort Detrick to come up with coun- 
crmcasurcs W'c need to call on the private sector and contact every 
nedical and pharmaceutical corporation for advice and help.” She looked 
lard at the president "It’s going to get worse, sir. I guarantee it.” 

\S'hcn some of the others began to protest, the president cut them 
iff. Just what kind of details do we know about this virus so far?” 

Surgeon General Oxnard gnmaccd. "It’s of a type never seen before, 
IS far as Dctrick and the CDC can tell. We don’t know how it’s trans- 
nitted yet It s apparently highly lethal, since three people who worked 
lifh it at Detrick have died, although the mortality rate of the first six 
Mses was only fifh percent.” 

“Tlircc out of SIX IS lethal enough for me,” the president told them 
;rimly. T ou say we recently lost three scientists at Fort Detrick, too? 
Mio?" 

One was the medical commander. Brig. Gen. Cabin Kiclburgcr.” 
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Admiral Brose agreed ominously: “It’s blown the lid off. 1 d declared 
the matter top secret after the first four deaths because my exec, Gen- 
eral Caspar, reported too many amateurs were bumbling around in what 
could be a critical situation. I was concerned about public panic. He 
paused for confirmation of the conectness of his decision. Everyone 
nodded, even the president. The general inhaled, relieved. “But the po- 
lice were called to General Kielburger’s and his secretary'’s homes when 
they were discovered dead. The hospital recognized the same virus 
that’d killed the first USAMRIID scientist. So now the newspeople have 
if. I've had to open it up, but the media knows it’s got to get its infor- 
mation only from the Pentagon. Period.” 

“Sounds like a good step,” Nanc)' Petrelli, the HHS secretary, agreed. 
“Tlierc’s also a scientist who appears to have gone AWOL from Detrick. 
That concerns me, too.” 

“He’s missing? You know why?” 

“No, sir,” Jesse Oxnard admitted. “But the circumstances are suspi- 
cious.” 

"He disappeared soon before Kiclburger and his seaetary died,” the 
Joint Chiefs chairman explained. “We’ve got the army, the FBI, and 
the local police alerted. They’ll find him. Right now we’re saying it’s for 
questioning.” 

The president nodded. “That sounds reasonable. And I agree with 
Nancy, Let’s see what the private sector can offer. Meanwhile, everyone 
keep me informed. A lethal virus no one knows anything about scares 
the hell out of me. It should scare the hell out of all of us.” 



Chapter 

Fifteen 


9:22 A.M. 

Washington, D.C. 

The multiethnic neighborhood of Adams-Morgan is a bustling dis- 
trict of rooftop restaurants with s^veeping views of the cit)’. Its main 
arteries — Columbia Road and Eighteenth Street — offer a lively 
potpourri of sidewalk caf6s, neighborhood bars and clubs, new and sec- 
ondhand bookstores, record stores, funky used-clothing shops, and 
trendy boutiques. Newcomers in the exotic dress of Guatemala and El 
Salvador, Colombia and Ecuador, Jamaica and Haiti, both Congos, and 
Cambodia, Laos, and Vietnam add color to an already picturesque 
neighborhood. 

At a rear table in a coffee shop just off Eighteenth, where coffee 
mugs had made circular brands that looked so old they might have been 
there since the days Indians trod local ridges. Special Agent Lon Forbes, 
FBI, waited for Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith to come to the point. Me knew 
little personal detail about Smith c.xccpt he claimed to be a friend of 
Bill Griffin s. Tliat made Forbes both interested and waiy. 

Since he had had no time to research Smith’s background beyond 


ize 
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finding out that he was assigned to Fort Detrich as a research scientist, 
Agent Forhes had suggested they meet in this grungy coffee shop. He 
had arrived early and watched from across the street as late brealcfast 
seekers strolled past. Then Smith had arrived. 

In his drab-green officer’s uniform, the lieutenant colonel had 
stopped to glance around outside, observed the interior from the door, 
and finally entered. Tire FBI man noticed the impressive physique of 
the man and a sense of repressed power. At least from an initial im- 
pression, Smith neither looked nor acted like an egghead research sci- 
entist in the arcane field of cell and molecular biology. 

Smith sipped coffee, chatted about the weather — unseasonably 
warm — asked if Forbes wanted a pastry — ^Forbes declined — and tapped 
his foot under the minuscule table. Forbes watched and listened. The 
lieutenant colonel’s high-planed face was strong, faintly American In- 
dian, and his black hair was swept neatly back. He had navy blue eyes 
that seemed full of a darkness that had nothing to do with their inky 
color. Forbes sensed violence that ached to explode. This officer was 
not only on edge, he was wound as tight as a steel spring. 

"I need to get in touch with Bill,” Smith finally announced. 

“Why?” 


Smith pondered the wisdom of answering. At last he decided he 
would have to take the chance and reveal something of what he knew. 
After all, he had come here to get help. “A few days ago Bill contacted 
me, arranged a clandestine meeting in Rock Creek park, and warned me 
1 might be m danger. Now I am in danger, and I need to know more 
about how he knew and what he knows now.” 

‘That’s plain enough. You care to tell me what the danger is?” 

“Someone wants to kill me.” 

“Rut you don’t know who?” 

"In a nutshell, no, 1 don’t.” 
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Right now, no. 1 just need to find Bill.” 


"It’s a big Bureau, ^^^ly me?” 

“I remembered Bill saying you were about his only friend there. Tire 
nly one he’d trust, anysvay. You’d be on his side if the chips were 
iown.” 

WTiich was true, Forbes knew, as far as it went, and another plus for 
imith. Bill would have told that only to another person he trusted. 

“Okay. Now tell me about you and Bill.” 

Smith described their childhood together, high school and college, 
nd Forbes listened, comparing it to what Griffin had said and what he 
new from the personnel file he had studied after Griffin disappeared, 
t all appeared to match. 

Forbes drank coffee. He leaned fonvard in the somnolent cafe and 
xrntemplated his hands cupped around the mug. His voice was low and 
icrious. “Bill saved my life. Not once, but twice. We were partners and 
ri'ends and a lot more. Much, much more.” He looked up at Smith. 
‘Okay?” 

As Forbes looked up at him, Smith tried to see behind his eyes. 
Tlierc was a w’orld of meaning in that single word with a question 
mark: Okay? Did it mean they were so close there were things be- 
tween him and Bill the Bureau didn’t know? Broken rules together? 
Covered each other’s backs? Bent laws? Wc did things, okay? Don’t 
ask. Not the details, fust say, when it comes to Griffin, i can be trusted 
to help. Can you be trusted, loo? 

Smith tried, ‘You know where he is.” 

“No.” 

"Can you get in touch with him?” 

Maybe. Forbes drank the coffee more as a time filler than because 
he wanted it. He s not with the Bureau anymore. I guess you didn’t 
know that." 

1 knew. He told me when wc met. W^at 1 don’t know is whether 1 
should believe him. He could be working undercover.” 

He s not undercover. Forbes hesitated. Finally he continued, “He 
came from freewheeling army intelligence, and the Bureau has mlcs. 
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Rules for ever)-tb5ng. Questions about every move you mabe no matter 
how good the result. Paper.vovk that has to be filled out for everything. 
Bill nns too much of a self-starter. Initiative does not go down well %vith 
the brass. Not to mention secret initiative. The Bureau likes agents to 
report every breath they breathe in triplicate. That never sat well with 
Bill.” 

Smith smiled. “No, it wouldn t have. 

"He got into trouble. Insubordination. Not a team player. I took 
plenty of that myself. But Bill went farther. He cut rules and comers, 
and he didn’t always account for his actions or expenses. He got accused 
of misappropriating funds. \Sdien he made deals to close cases, the 
Bureau refused to honor some that involved particularly bad characters. 
Tlicy made it hard for Bill, and he finally got disgusted.” 

"He quit?” 

Forbes reached into his jacket for a handkerchief. Smith saw the big 
10mm Browning in his shoulder holster. The Bureau still believed in its 
agents being the men \sith the bigger guns. Forbes mopped his face. 
He was clearly worried. But not for himself. For Bill Griffin. 

He said, “Not exactly. He’d met someone on a tax-fraud case, some- 
one with money and power. 1 never knew who. Bill started missing meet- 
ings and staying away from the Hoover Building behveen assignments. 
When he uus sent to work with a field office, sometimes he didn’t show 
up for days. Then he blew an assignment, and there were signs of high 
living— too much money, the usual. The director found evidence Bill 
was secretly moonlighting for the tax-fraud guy and that some of what 
he was doing skated pretty close to the edge — intimidation, using his 
badge to lean on people, that sort of thing. In the Bureau, if you ivork 
for the Bureau, you represent the Bureau. Period. They fired him. He 
went to work for someone, f had the feeling it was the tax-fraud guy 
he d been moonlighting for.” He shook his head regretfully. "1 haven’t 
seen him in more than a year.” 

Smith tried to watch the street outside the front w'ndorvs but there 
were too many signs taped to the dirty glass. “I can see where he’d be 
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frustrated, e\en disgusted. But to work for someone like that? To intim- 
idate others’ That doesn’t sound hke Bill,” 

■'Call It disgust, disillusion, principles betrayed." Forbes shrugged. 
“As far as he was concerned, no one at the Bureau really cared about 
(ustice. It was all about the rules. The law. And, yeah, I think he wanted 
monev and power, too. No one flips sides like a believer who loses his 
belief " 

"And that's okav with you?” 

“It's not okas, and it's not not-okay. It’s what Bill wants, and I don t 
ask questions. He’s my man regardless." 

Smith considered everv thing. His position was similar to what Bill s 
had been Instead of the Bureau, it was the army that svas betraying 
Smith, and how far from going rogue was he right now? In the Penta- 
gon’s eves, he probabh already was rogue. Certainly AWOL. Was he 
the one to judge BilF Was this FBI man a better friend of Smith s old 
friend than ssas Smith’ 

Moral actions were not always as absolute as we liked to think. 

'Aou don't know sshcrc he is’ Or who the man he’s working for, or 
I w ith, is’” 

I'otbes said, "1 don't know where he is. or if he’s even working for 
the same gus It s onK a hunch, and I never knew who the guy was. 

"But sou can get in touch with Bill’” 

Forbes s eses blinked slowls "Let's sav 1 can Wfliat would you want 
me to sas’ " 

Smith had alreads worked that out. "That 1 took the warning. That 
I survised. but thes murdered Sophia That I know' they have the virus. 
But 1 don t know what thes re planning, and I need to talk to him." 

Forbes studied the big soldier-scicntist Tire FBI had been briefed 
days ago on the worrisome situation ss'ith the unknown virus, including 
the death of Dr, Sophia Russell. I hen an army memo had arrived this 
morning declaring Smith AWOl., a danger to the integrity of the in- 
vestigation, the facts of svhich had been declared top secret hy the 
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WHiitc House. U asVed the Bureau to look for Smith and, if they found 
him, to return him to Fort Detrick under guard. 

But a lifetime of learning to assess people, sometimes in a matter of 
seconds with his life hanging on the outcome, had made Forbes trust 
himself. Smith svas not the enemy. If anything threatened the integrity' 
of the investigation, it was the paranoid order that took the scientific 
investigators out of the field. The Pentagon didn't want any more head- 
lines about bacteriological warfare agents and our soldiers’ possible ex- 
posure during Desert Storm. Tliey were covering their sedentary' butts 
as usual. 

“If 1 can contact him. I’ll give him your message. Colonel.” Forbes 
stood up. "A tip. Be careful who you talk to, and watch your back, 
whatever you plan to do. There’s an arrest order out for y'ou — ^AWOL 
and a fugitive. Don’t try to contact me again.” 

Smith’s chest contracted as he listened to the news. He was not 
surprised, but the confirmation was still a blow. He felt betrayed and 
violated, but that was the pattern since he had returned from London. 
First he had lost Sophia, and now he w'as losing his profession, his 
career. It stuck in his throat like broken glass. 

As the FBI man walked to the door. Smith glanced around the cafe 
with its scattering of patrons bent over their exotic coffees and teas. He 
looked up just in time to sec Forbes push through the doonvay and scan 
the bustling street with a long-accustomed eye. Then he w'as gone, van- 
ishing like the steam from his coffee. Smith put money on the table and 
slipped out the back door. He saw no one suspicious outside and no dark 
sedans parked with people in them. His pulse beating a w'ary' tattoo, he 
walked away briskly tow'ard the distant Woodley Metro station. 


Chapter 

Sixteen 


10:03 A.M. 

Washington, D.C. 

At Dupont Circle, Smith left the Metro. The morning sun radiated 
dosvn bright and warm on the thick traffic as it circled the park. He 
glanced casually around and began to walk, joining the throngs of busi- 
ness and government people taking early coffee breaks. His gaze con- 
stantly moved as he headed off through the maze of streets that hosted 
cafes, cocktail lounges, bookstores, and boutiques. Tire shops here were 
more upscale than in Adams-Morgan, and even though it was October, 
tourists were pulling out their billfolds to make purchases. 

Several times as he examined faces, he had bittersweet feelings of 
dcj.a vu, and for a few exciting moments it seemed as if he had just 
caught sight of Sophia . . . 

She was not dead. 

She was alive and vital. Just a few steps away. 

There was one branette who had the same swinging, sexy gait. He 
had to fight himself from rushing past so he could turn and stare. An- 
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loose pon)1ai\ that Sophia aU-ays wore to keep her hair fram her .c 
when she worked. Then there was the woman who breezed pastWg 
a scent so much like Sophia’s that his stomach knotted with anguish. 

He had to get over this, he told himself sternly. 

He had work to do. Cmcial work that would give some meaning to 

Sophia’s tragic death. 

He inhaled and kept at it. He made himself watch all around for 
tails. He walked north up Massachusetts Avenue toward Sheridan Circle 
and Embassy Row. Halfey to Sheridan, he made one last move to 
assure himself that he had left behind any surveillance; He stepped 
quickly into the main entrance of the just-opened Phillips Collection, 
hurried through empty rooms of remarkable Renoirs and Cezannes, 
provocative Rothkos and O’Keeffes, and slipped out a side fire door. 
He paused, leaned back against the building, and studied pedestrians 
and cats. 

At last he was satisfied. No one was watching him. If there had been 
a tail, lie had lost him or her. So he hurried back to Massachusetts 
Avenue and his Triumph parked on a side street. 

After hearing the telecast last night about Kielburger, Melanie Curtis, 
and the AWOL charge against him, he had intensified these evasive 
maneuvers. Before dawn he had awakened in Gaithersburg on the inner 
alarm of all combat surgeons in the field. He had been drenched in a 
cold, sad sweat following a night of dreaming about Sophia. He forced 
himself to cat a solid breakfast, and he studied the morning traffic as 
It increased on the highway and the traffic helicopters that monitored 
It. Shmseicd, shas-ed, and determined, he was on the road by seven 
n, U clki Special Asent Fofc (,„m a p,, phone and dmn 
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hedge: PRIVATE PROPERTY — KEEP OUT! Beneath it hung smaller signs; 
NO TRESPASSING. NO SALESMEN. NO SOLICITING. NO COLLECTORS. GO 
A%VAV! 

Smith ignored the signs and pulled into the driveway. There was a 
small white clapboard bungalow with blacl: trim hidden behind the 
hedge. He parked in front of a brick walk that led from the drive to the 
front door. 

As soon as he stepped out, a mechanical voice announced; “Halt! 
State your name and purpose of visit. Failure to do so within five sec- 
onds will result in defensive measures.” The deep voice appeared to 
emanate from the sky with the authority of the heavens. 

Smith grinned. The bungalow owner was an electronic genius, and 
the driveway surface was booby-trapped with a catalog of nasty discom- 
forts, from a cloud of eye-stinging gas to a mercaptan spray that bathed 
sictims in a foul stench. The owner — Smith’s old friend Mart)’ Zcllcr- 
bach — had been hauled into court a few times many years ago by irate 
salesmen, meter readers, postal officials, and delivery' people. 

But Marty had two Ph.D.s, and he ahvays appeared mild and re- 
sponsible, if a little naive. That he was also extremely wealthy and 
bought the best defense attorneys did not hurt. Their arguments were 
passionate and convincing; His victims could not have missed his signs. 
They had to know they were trespassing. They had been asked to per- 
form a perfectly reasonable act of identification by a disabled man who 
lived alone. And they had been warned. 

His security, while annoying, was neither lethal nor seriously injuri- 
ous. He had always won his cases, and after a few times the police gave 
up charging him and advised complainants to settle for compensation 
and quit trespassing. 

Come on, Marty,” Smith said, amused, “it’s your old pal, Jonathan 
Smith." 

There was a surprised hesitation, 'rhen; "Approach the front door 
using the brick path. Do not step off the path. That would activate 
further defensive measures. The stilted voice disappeared, and sud- 
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dcnl)’ the words were concerned. "Careful, Jon. I wouldn t want you to 
end up stinking like a skunk. 


Smith took the route Mart)- described. Insasible laser beams swept 
the entire propert)-. A footstep off the path, or intrusion from an)'where 
else, would activate God-knew-what. 

He climbed to the covered porch. “Call off the watchdogs, Marty. 
I've arrived. Open the door.” 

From somewhere inside, the voice coaxed, “You have to follow the 
rules, Jon.” Instantly the disembodied voice returned: “Stand in front 
of the door. Open the box to the right and place your left hand on the 
glass.” 

"Oh, please.” But Smith smiled. 

A pair of ominous metal covers over the door slid up to reveal dark 
tubes that could contain anything from paint guns to rocket launchers. 
Marty had always found childlike glee in ideas and games most people 
left behind at adolescence. But Smith gamely stood in front of the door, 
opened the metal box, and rested his hand on the glass plate. He knew 
the routine; A video camera snapped a digital photo of his face, and 
instantly Marty’s supercomputer would convert the facial measurements 
into a series of numerical values. At the same time, the glass plate 
recorded Smith’s palm print. Then the computer compared the col- 
lected data to the bar codes it kept on file for everyone Marty knew. 

Tlic wooden voice announced: ‘Tou are Lt. Col. Jonathan Jackson 
Smith. Tlicrcfore, you may enter.” 

Tlianks. Marty,” he said dryly. “I’ve been wondering who in the hell 
1 nas.” 

"Very funny, Jon.” 

scries of dramatic clicks, clanks, and thuds followed, and the wood- 
cos cred steel door swung open on a creaky track. Maintenance w-as not 
one of Marty s lop priorities, but theatricality was. Smith stepped inside 
"hat was a traditional foyer except for one imposing detail — ^his progress 
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He obsessed on one arcane curiosity after another and lectured at 
great length. He knew all the answers in many of his courses, so to 
relieve his boredom he would disrupt his classes with his wild and daz- 
zling fantasies and manias. No one could believe anyone as smart as 
Marty was not being intentionally rude and a troublemaker, so teachers 
frequently sent him to the principal’s office. In later years. Smith had 
to Fight a number of enraged boys who thought Mart)- was “dissing” 
them or their girlfriends. 

All of this unusual behavior was the result of Asperger’s s)-ndrome, a 
rare disorder at the less severe end of the autism spectrum. Diagnosed 
in childhood with cverv-thing from “a dash of autism” to obsessive- 
compulsive disorder and high-functioning autism, Mart)' was finally di- 
agnosed accurately by Smith’s Uncle Ted. Mart)-’s key symptoms were 
consuming obsessions, high intelligence, crippling lack of social and 
communications skills, and outstanding talent in a specific area — elec- 
tronics. 

On the milder end, Asperger sufferers were often described as “active 
but odd" or “autistic-eccentric.” But Marty had a slightly more severe 
case, and despite specialists’ attempts to socialize him, except for the 
few brief trips to court years ago, he had not left this bungalow' — which 
he had carefully and lovingly created as part electronic paradise and part 
haven for his eccentricities — in fifteen years. 

Tiierc was no cure, and the only help for people like Marty was 
medication, usually central nervous system stimulants like Adderall, Ri- 
talin, Cylcit, or the new' one Marty look — Mideral. As with schizophre- 
nia, the medicines allowed Marty to function with both feet firmly 
planted on the earth. Tlrcy restrained his fantasies, enthusiasms, and 
obsessions. Although he hated them, he took them when he knew he 
had to do normal actmtics such as pay bills or when his Asperger’s 
"as threatening to spin him completely out of control. 

But when medicated, Marty said everything was dull and flat and 
distant, and much of his genius and creatisity W'as lost. So he had ca- 
gcih embraced the new medicine that acted fast to calm him, as most 
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did, but whose effects lasted only six hours at most, which meant a dose 
could be taken more frequently. Living sealed off from the world in his 
bungalow, be could be off his meds more than most Asperger’s sufferers 
could 

If sou needed a computer genius to do creative, maybe illegal, hack- 
ing, sou svanted Marty Zellerbach off his meds. It was then up to you 
to keep him on track and to knosv svhen it was time to bring him back 
to earth if he threatened to fly off into an orbit of his ossti. 

Winch ssas svhv Smith was here. 

“Marts', 1 need help " 

"Of course. Ion " Marty smiled, a stained coffee mug in his hand, 
“It's almost time for a nesv dose of meds I'll stay off.” 

"1 svas hoping you’d say that." Smith explained about the report from 
the Prince Leopold Institute in Belgium that did not appear to exist. 
About the outside phone calls Sophia could have made or received, yet 
the records sscrc gone About his need for any information relating to 
the unknown virus anvwhcrc in the world “A couple of other things, 
too 1 want to find Bill Griffin You remember him from school." And 
finalls he described his tracking the three virus victims to the Gulf War 
and the M.ASll unit "See if sou can find anything about the vims in 
Iraq as far back as ten sears ago." 

Marts put down his mug and made a beeline for his mainframe. He 
flashed an eiitliusiastic sniilc. ril use ms new programs." 

SntUb stood 1 11 be back in an hour or so." 

Ail right Marts rubbed his hands together. "This is going to 
be fun " 

Smith left linn ssorkiiig ins sluggish, asvkss-ard fingers on the key- 
board The meds would wear off soon, and then. Smith knesv, the fingers 
and the brain would fis until thes came close to spiraling off the earth 
cntircls, and Marts would have to take his Mideral again. 

Outside, Smith ssalkcd quickly to his Triumph. As traffic dros'c nois- 
ily past, he did not notice a helicopter pause hieh overhead and then 
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speed on, making a long loop to the left to parallel him as he drove 
toward Massachusetts Avenue. 


« 

Tlic noise of the rotors and wind through the open svindow of the 
Bell JetRanger vibrated the chopper. Nadal al-Hassan cupped a micro- 
phone close to his mouth. "Maddux? Smith has visited a bungalow near 
Dupont Circle.” He located the bungalow on a cit)' map and described 
the hidden driveway and high hedge. "Find out who lives there and 
what Smith wanted.” 

He clicked off his microphone and stared down at the old, classic 
Triumph below as it headed toward Georgetown. For the first time, al- 
Hassan felt uncas}’. It ss'as not a feeling he would communicate to Tre- 
mont, but as a result he would stay close to this Smith. Bill Griffin, 
even if he were to be trusted, might not be enough to end the threat. 



Chapter 

Seventeen 


10:34 A.M. 

Washington, D.C. 

Bill Griffin had been briefly married, and Smith had met the won 
twice back before the couple was even engaged. Both times they 1 
been happily out on the town, hitting the noisy New York bars ! 
frequented in his army days. Bill did a lot of loud bars then, perh 
because his life was spent in remote foreign locations where every s 
could be his last and every sound was an enemy. Smith knew aim 
nothing about the woman or the marriage, except that it had lasted 1 
than hvo years. He had heard she still lived in the same Georgeto 
apartment she had shared with Bill. If Bill w'as in danger, he might h; 
holed up there, where few people would know to look. 

It was a long shot, but aside from Marty, he had few options. 

VN4icn he reached her apartment house, he used his cell phone 
call her. 

She answered promptly and efficiently. “Marjorie Griffin." 

“Ms. Griffin, you won’t remember me, but this is Jonathan Smi 
Bill’s—" 
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“1 remember you, Captain Smith. Or is it major or colonel by now?” 
‘Tm not sure what it is, and it doesn’t matter anysvay, but it was 
lieutenant colonel yesterday. 1 see you kept Bill s name. 

"I loved Bill, Colonel Smith. Unfortunately for me, he loved his work 
more. But you didn’t call to inquire about my marriage or divorce. 
You’re looking for Bill, right?” 

He was wary. “Well — ” 

“It’s all right. He said you might call.” 

“You’ve seen him?" 

Tlicrc was a pause. “Where are you?” 

“In front of your building. The Triumph.” 

“I’ll come down.” 


In the large, chaotic room crammed with computer terminals, 
monitors, and circuit boards, Marty Zellerbach leaned forrvard, con- 
centrating. Tom printouts were stacked in messy piles near his chair. 
A radio receiver emitted low static as it eavesdropped on the squeals 
and beeps of data transmissions. The drapes were closed, and the air 
was cool and dry, almost claustrophobic, which w'as good for Marty’s 
equipment and the way he liked it. He was smiling. He had used Jon 
Smith’s codes to connect with the USAMRIID computer system and 
enter the scncr. Now the real action began. He felt a deep thrill as he 
scrolled through the various directories until he found the system ad- 
ministrator s password file. He gave a little laugh of derision. 'The data 
was scrambled. 

He exited and found the file that revealed that the USAiMRIID server 
used Popcorn — one of the latest cnciyptors. He nodded, pleased. It svas 
first-rate software, which meant the lab was in good hands. 

Ercept that they had not counted on Marty Zellerbach. Using a 
program he had ins'cnted, he configured his computer to search for the 
p.rssssord by scrambling every word from Webster’s Unabridged plus the 
dialogue of all four Star Wars movies, the Star Trek television scries and 
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cracks bchvcen data. As more data w-as inputted onto a system, the nev^ 
ovcnsTote the old, and once data was overwritten, it supposedly was not 
retrievable. %\'hcn his program could find no evidence of any othsr 
E-mail from the Belgium lab, Martj- figured that was probably what had 
happened in this case. 

He threw back his head and stretched his arms high to the ceiling. 
His medication had worn off. A thrill rushed through him as his brain 
seemed to acquire diamondlike clarity. He looked down, and his fingers 
flew over the keyboard in a race to keep up with his thoughts. Fie in- 
structed his program to do a different search, this trine focusing on bits 
of the name. E-mail address, and other idenrihing qualities. With rii- 
crcdible speed, the program searched . . . and there it was — ^two tiny 
pieces of the laboratory’s name — opold Inst. 

Wh'lh a shout, he followed the E-mail’s footprints — traces of data 
and numbers, almost a scent to Marty — to NIH’s Federal Resource 
Medical Clearing House and a terminal accessed only by the p33.sw'ord 
of the director, Lily Lowcnstcin. From there, he painstakin^y tracked 
the prints forward to the Prince Leopold Institute itself. 

His green eyes flashed as he bellowed: "There you are, v-ou friimfcns 
beasir It was a reference to Lewis Carroll and the Jabberwoch. In a 
hidden backup file buried deep within the institute’s system language 
he had located an actual copy of the report. 

Tire report had been E-mailed from the Prince Leopold Institute ol 
Tropical Medicine to Lcv'cl Four labs across the world. After a quid 
glance, it was evident Jon might find this useful. That decided. Mart) 
tried to trace the E-mail elsewhere. He frowned as the evidencf 
mounted; Someone had erased it not only from its origination site ir 
the central computer of the Prince Leopold Institute but also at th< 
addresses of the various recipients. Or that was what was supposed t( 
h.iv£ h.ijjpcncd. And that was what the average computer nerd, th( 
ord:n.i.rv hacker, even most electronic security experts would have found 
But rot Mart) Zcllcrbach. They came to him— the other cyberspaci 
urzards-fo: solutions to problems not yet seen and for insights int< 



what had ne\et been done. He had no titles — beyond his Ph.D.s in 
quantum plnsics and mathematics and his degree in literature — and he 
worked tor no one but himselt. Lake a w'hale trapped on land, in the 
phrsical world he flopped and gasped and was an object of pit)’ or de- 
rision, but deep in the electronic waters of the cyberoccan, he slid sleek 
and powerful There he was king — Neptune — and lesser mortals paid 
homage 

Liughing happiK , he flourished his finger like a duelist’s sword and 
mped to his feet He punched the print command. As he spun a 
psidcd pirouette, the machine spat out the report. For Marty, there 
as nothing quite so satishmg as doing something no one else could, 
was small recompense tor a hfe lived alone, and in his quiet moments 
e occasionalls considered that. 

But in the end the truth was he looked down upon the lead- 
lotcd, numb-headed folks who judged him while living ‘‘ordinary” lives 
lid having "relationships ” Good grief, despite his Asperger’s syndrome, 
cspitc his need tor drugs, he figured in the last fifteen years of seldom 
enlurmg hcvoiid the walls of his bungalow, he had had more relation- 
hips than most people in a lifetime Wfliat in heaven’s name did the 
liots out there think he had been doing^ Geesh, Wfliat did they think 
\\eth for’' Dumb' 

Grablniu; the le-port. he- waved it aloft like the head of a slain enemy. 
Monster virus, none can defeat the paladin. And 1 am Tlie Paladin! 
'ictorv IS mine'" 

.•\ half hour later, tootprintv from the same FRMC terminal led him 
traight into the antiquated electronic network of the Iraqi government 
nd to a scries of reports a year ago concerning an outbreak of ARDS, 
fc printed out those, too. and continued to prowl through the Iraqi 
vbersysteni searching for reports of anything like the virus as far back 
s Desert Stoma But there was nothing else to find. 

Sophia Russell s telephone records were a tougher challenge. He 
lund no intruder footprints in the Frederick phone system. If there 
ad been a record of an unaccounted-for call from Sophia Russell’s line 




to an outside destination, it had been erased from inside the company 
and csety trace removed. 

Ail attempts to find Bill Griffin through college, medical, social se- 
cufih-. or any other private or public part of his past had turned up the 
same message; Address unknown. So Marty launched into the FBI sys- 
tem, which he had penetrated so often his computer could almost do 
it on its own. His time was limited before they would trace him, because 
their Intruder Detection System (IDS) was one of the best. He popped 
in long enough to see that Griffin s official record showed termination 
for cause. If there were any secret anangements, Marty found none 
no clandestine reports, no pay vouchers, no code passwords, and nothing 
else to indicate Griffin was undercover. However, the record was Ra^ed, 
and there was a notation: Griffin’s listed address was no longer valid, 
the Bureau had no current address, and one should be obtained. 

Boy, Griffin was really something. Even the FBI wondered where 
be was. 


Far tougher than the FBI’s firewall and IDS was the army intelligence 
system. Once Marty breached the firewall, he had to dash in, read the 
personnel file, and dash out. He found no cunent address. Martv 
scratched his head and pursed his lips. It seemed to him Griffin had 
not only wanted to vanish, but he had had the expertise to do it. 
Shocking. 

That deserved some respect. Even though Marty had never persoos-I- 
likcd Griffin, he had to hand it to him now. So he sat back crossed ror 
amis, and smiled, not touching his computer for a full tfairrr a^^ooneno^ 
seconds. It was his way of giving the guy some respect 
Then with a flourish he opened a blank file dedicated f 
himself. He was not accustomed to failure in the erfiemc-di so- r 
botii annoyed and inspired him. Bill Griffin had hicw-. him r.l 
this vms not the end. It was the beginning! There was nemrj 
delicious as a new- challenge from a worthy oppcr.--r: j-- J 

proving to be just that. So Marty grinned'. He ocmieioi -.1 
mllcd his brain to leap into the stratosphere. To find - U 
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soaring imagination. That was what he could do off his meds — take 
fliglit 

But )ust as an idea began to form, he jumped, startled. His computer 
radiated a high-pitched tone and flashed a dazzling red signal; 

INTRUDERS' INTRUDERS! INTRUDERS! 

More excited than nersous, Marty pressed a key. This could be amus- 
ing Ihe screen rescaled 


Locations A and X 

gerh' he tapped a button, and two high-resolution monitors came 
: on the wall above. At Ijocation A, which was behind the bun- 
. two men searched for a way to squeeze through the thick hedge, 
was too dense to be penetrated and too high to climb over. Marty 
led their feeble attempts and hooted 

It Dication \ was another matter He swallowed hard and stared: 
iiinarked gras san had stopped in his hidden driveway. Two mus- 
trangcTs stepped from it, both holding large semi-automatic pistols 
ir ga/es swept his properts With a |olt of terror, Marty's catalog 
identified one gun as an old Colt 45 1911. while the other was a 
1 Brosvning of the tspe used now by the FBI. These intruders were 
ring to be easih scared off 

irt\ s short, stubbs bodv shuddered. He hated strangers and vio- 
of ans kind His round face, so bright and excited seconds ago, 
3w pale and trembling 1 le studied the screen as the mechanical 
challenged the men in the front yard. 

t as he suspected, they decided to ignore the warning. They ran 
1 the front steps- — an assault 

an instant. Marty’s mood improved At least he could have fun 
ittlc while He snapped his fingers and bounced up and down in 
latr as his automatic secunty system released a cloud of eye- 
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stinging gas. The hvo men grabbed their faces. They jumped back, 
coughing and swearing. 

Mart}' lauglied. "Next time, listen when someone gives you good 
advice!” 

Jn the rear, the second pair of strangers had stacked garbage cans 
from the neighbor’s yard to climb up over the hedge. Mart}' watched 
intently. At just the right moment . . . just as they reached the top of 
the licdgc ... he tapped a key. 

A banage of heasy rubber bullets knocked them off. They fell hard, 
flat onto their backs in the neighbor’s yard. 

Marty had time only to chuckle, because the two in front had re- 
covered enough to stumble through the gas and reach the front door. 

“Ah, the piece de resistance!” Marty promised. 

He watched eagerl}- as a stream of Mace from the ports over the door 
sent the men staggering and howling back again. He clapped his hands. 
Tlie short, burly one who seemed to be the leader recovered enough to 
lurch for the doorknob. 

Marty leaned forward eagerly. The knob held a stun device. It sent 
a shock into the gu}''s hand. He screamed and jumped. 

Marly chortled and spun in his chair to check the other pair. The 
two in the back}'ard showed resourcefulness. They had rammed their 
car through the hedge and were on their feet and mosing forrvard again, 
crawling under the sweep of lasers. 

Marty grinned as he thought about what waited for them: stun de- 
vices in the other doors and m'ndows, and cages that would trap them 
if they got inside. 

But all the defenses, diabolical though they were, were not lethal. 
Marty was a nonviolent man who had never had reason to expect serious 
danger. His security n-as aimed at pranksters, trespassers, and tormen- 

— against outsiders invading his peaceful isolation. He had con- 
structed, invented, bought, and built a child’s game of brilliant 
comic-strip m.nyhcm and secret escape routes. 

But none would, in the end, stop determined killers in a real world. 
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Clammy fear gripped his chest. His heart pounded. But being a genius 
had its advantages. He had designed a plan a dozen years ago for just 
this sort of emergency. He grabbed the remote control and the printouts 
for Jon, and then he rushed into the bathroom. He pressed a button on 
the remote, and the bathtub reared up against the wall. Another touch 
of the remote opened a trapdoor hidden under the tub. His chest tight 
with fear, he climbed down the ladder past the house’s crawl space and 
into a well-lighted tunnel. With two clicks of his remote, the door closed 
above him and, out of his view, the tub lowered back into place. 

Marty inhaled, relieved. In his rolling gait, he swayed and bumped 
along to another trapdoor overhead. 

Seconds later he emerged in a nearly identical bungalow he also 
owned on the next street. Tliis one was unmodified and empty. It was 
a deserted house with a perpetual FOR SALE sign and nothing in it except 
a telephone. Behind him, across the hedge behveen the bungalows, he 
could hear curses and yelps of pain. But he also heard the telltale noise 
of glass shattering, and he knew the attackers would soon be inside his 
house, searching for his escape route. 

Afraid, he grabbed the phone and dialed. 



Chapter 

Eighteen 


11:07 A.M. 
Washingfon, D.C. 


Georgetown University was founded by Jesuits in 1789, the first Ro- 
man Catholic universit)' in the United States. Handsome eighteenth- 
and ninetcenth-ccnturj- buildings stood among the trees and cobbled 
lanes, reminders of a time when science knew little of siruses, but ed- 
ucation was beginning to be seen as a solution to the violent problems 
of modem societ}-. Through the window of Georgetown’s faculty lounge, 

Smith thought about this as he admired the old campus under the bie 
trees. ° 


He said, “So you’re on the faculty here?” 

“Associate professor of histors'.” Marjorie Griffin shrugged sadly. “1 
^ppose Bill never told you what 1 did. 1 was at hATI when we met 
then I applied down here.” 


“He never talked much about his private life,” Smith admitted 
■Mostly our work and shared past. The old days.” 

Absenfmindcdly she stirred her tea. “The'few times we saw each 
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other recently, it wasn’t even that much. Something’s happened to Bill 
over the last few years. He’s become silent, moody.” 

“WTien did you last get together, Marjorie?” 

‘Twice in just the past few days. On Tuesday morning he appeared 
in my doorstep. And then again last night.” She drank tea. “He was 
icrvous, cdg)’. He seemed worried about you. WTicn he came inside, 
he first thing he did was go to the front windows and watch the street, 
asked him what he was looking for, but he didn’t answer. Su^ested 
I cup of tea instead. He had brought a bag of croissants from the French 
jakcry on M Street.” 

"A spur-of-the-moment sisit,” Smith guessed. "Why?” 

Marjorie Griffin did not answer at once. Her face seemed to sag as 
ihe studied the parade of students outside the windows on the cobbled 
lane. ‘Touching base, maybe. I hate to think he was saying good-bye. 
But that could’ve been it." She looked up at Smith. "I’d hoped you’d 
know.” 

She was. Smith realized almost with a shock, a beautiful woman. Not 
like Sophia, no. A calm beauty. A certain serenity in herself and in who 
she was. Not passive, exactly, but not restlessly seeking either. She had 
dark gray eyes and black hair caught in a French knot at the nape of 
licr neck. An easy style. Good cheekbones and a strong jawlinc. A body 
between thin and heary. Smith felt a stirring, an attraction, and then 
it was gone. It died before it could do more than appear in a flash, 
unexpected and unwanted, immediately followed by a sharp stab of 
sorrow. A throb of anguish that was Sophia. 

Two days ago, almost three now,” he told her, “he warned me 1 was 
in danger. He described the meeting in Rock Creek park, the attacks 
on iiini, the virus, and the death of Sophia. “Someone has the live virus, 
Marjorie, and they killed Sophia, Kiclburger, and his secretary with it.”] 

Good God. 1 ler fine face redrew itself in lines of horror. 

1 don f know who or why, and they're trying to stop me from finding 
out. Bill’s working with them." 

She covered her mouth with her hand. "No! Tliat’s not possible!" 
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“It’s the only way he could’ve known to w^am me. VtTiat I’m trying 
to figure out is whether he’s undercover or svith them on his own.” He 
hesitated. “His closest friend in the FBI says he isn’t undercover.” 

“Lonny Forbes. 1 always liked Lonny.” She pressed her lips together 
and shook her head sadly. "Bill’s grown harder. More eynical. The last 
two times 1 saw him, something was really bothering him. It seemed to 
me it was about something he's not proud of but w'on’t stop doing 
because of the way the world is.” She picked up her teacup, found it 
empty, and stared into it. “I’m just guessing about him, of course. I’ll 
never marry again. I see a nice man now and then, but that’s all it’ll 
ever be. Bill was my great love. But his great lo\’e W'as his wnrk, and 
somehow it failed him. W^iat 1 do know is he feels betrayed. He’s lost 
his faith, you could say.” 

Smith understood. “In a wnrld with no values except money, he 
wants his share. It’s happened to others. Scientists who sell out for big 
bucks. Put a monetary value on eradicating disease, curing ills, saving 
lives. Unconscionable.” 

“But he can't betray you,” Marjorie said. “So he’s tom apart by the 
conflict.” 

“He’s already betrayed me. Sophia’s dead.” 

As she opened her mouth to protest. Smith’s cell phone rang. 
Tliroughout the faculty lounge, annoyed heads turned. 

Smith grabbed the phone from his pocket. ‘Tes?” 

It was Marty, and he sounded both excited and terrified. “Jon, I 
always said the world was unsafe.” He paused and gasped. “Now I’ve 
proved it. Personally. There’s a whole group of intmders. Well, four 
actually, nicv’ce broken into my house. If they find me, they’ll kill me. 
Tliis is your area of expertise. You’ve got to save me!” 

Smith kept his voice low. “WTiere arc you? ” 

“At my other liousc.” He gave the address. Suddenly his voice broke. 
It shook with terror. “Hurry!” 

“I’m on my way." 

Smith apologized to Marjorie Griffin, scribbled his cell phone num- 
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her tor her. dnd asked her to call if Bill turned up again. He ran out of 
the lounge 


.\s Smith droxe vvornedh past iVlartx’s house, he saw a gray van 
parked m the drneway No one appeared to be in the van, and the high 
hedge and curtains hid the house's interior. He surx’eyed all around 
,ind saw nothing suspicious Tlicre were the usual traffic noises. Smith 
scanned constantK for trouble as he continued on around the block and 
pulled into the dnvewas of a bungalow that was directly behind Marty’s. 
In the front laxsii stood a white metal HOR SALE sign rusting around the 
edges 

from the house's front window, a shade peeled upward, and Marty’s 
frightened face peeked out just above the sill. 

Smith ran to the front door 

Marts opened it. clutching a sheaf of papers and a remote control 
to his ehest Come in tlurrs Hurrs ” He stared fearfully past. "If you 
wen. Morcncc Nightingale. 1 d be dead b\ now. W'Tiat took you so long?" 

It 1 were f lorenee Nightingale. 1 wouldn't be here. We’d be in dif- 
ferent centuries Smith locked the door and scanned the empty room 
as .Marts checked the front window "fill me in Tell me evcr)thing that 
happened ' 

Marts dropped the window shade and described the four strangers, 
their weapons, and their attempts to break in. Meansvhilc, Smith strode 
through the house, checking locks on doors and windows, and Marty 
followed in his rolling gait Hie drapes and curtains were drassu, and 
the rooms were shadows ssith sunlight and dust motes. The place was 

empts. and as secure as ans ordinarv house could be. Which ss'as not 
s'crs- 

At last Marts finished his stors ssath a stream of speculations. 

\ou re right. Smith said soberls. “thcyll start searching the neigh- 
borhood soon " 
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“Swdl. Just what 1 wanted to hear.” Mart)- grinned weakly. It came 
out as a macabre grimace, but it was a brave try. 

Smith squeezed liis friend’s shoulder, trying to keep the urgency from 
his voice. "How did they know about us, Marty? Did you tell anyone?” 
"Not in a quadrillion years.” 

“Then they had to have followed me, but I don’t see how." He 
quickly went through all the precautions be had taken to shake pursuit 
since he had left Frederick. "They couldn t have put a transmitter on 
the Triumph this time.” 

Tlrat was when he licard it ... a noise that rose above the ambient 
sounds of the city. At first he could not place it. Then he knew what it 
was, and how they had followed him. His throat tightened. He strode 
to the front window, raised the shade, and looked out and up. 

"Damn!" He slammed his fist against the wall. 

Marty joined him, staring up at the helicopter hovering low to the 
south on a straigiit line with the pair of bungalows. As they watched, it 
banked in a sweeping turn north and came back around toward the 
liousc where he and Marty hid. Smith remembered hearing a chopper 
earlier when lie had driven away from Mart)'’s house. 

He cursed and slammed the wall again. That was the answer — the 
Triumpii. He knew he had shaken them before he pulled off the Inter- 
state at Gaithersburg — there had been no way they could have bugged 
the Triumph that time. But how many restored — ^but battered from last 
night— ’68 Triumphs could there be in the area? Not many, and prob- 
ably not another on the interstate from Frederick to Washington early 
this morning. One of those choppers he had seen while eating breakfast 
in Gaithersburg that he had thought was monitoring traffic could have 
easily been something else entirely. All they had had to do was guess 
he would go info Washington and watch the Interstate for a Triumph. 
A license check would confirm it. 

Pick him up at Gaithersburg. Follow him into \^^ashington. 

His Triumph had nailed him. Dammit! 
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Marty’s voice was severe. "Okay, Jon. We don’t have time for your 
bouts of anger. Besides, I don’t want any holes in my walls unless I put 
them there. Tell me what you’ve figured out. Maybe I can help.” 

“No time. Tliis is my area of expertise, right? You used to have a 
car. Do you still have it?" He had been falsely secure in his Triumph. 
Now his enemies would be falsely secure in relying on it to track him. 
Everyone had blind spots. 

Marty nodded. "1 keep it at a garage near Massachusetts Avenue. But 
Jon, you know I never go out anjTnore." He wandered into the next 
room and looked ncrs’ously out the window. He still carried his remote 
and the sheaf of papers as if they were talismans against danger. 

You do now, Smith told him firmly. “We’re going to go out of 
here the front way, and — ’’ 

J-J-Jon! Look! Mart)’ jabbed the remote like a pointer out the back 
window. 

Instantly Smith was beside him, his Bcretta in his hand. Two of the 
strangers had come through the hedge and now trotted toward the bun- 
^ galow where Marty and Smith hid. 'The men were low to the ground, 
running with the careful urgency of men on the attack. And they were 
armed. Smith s pulse pounded. Beside him, Marty was rigid with fear. 
He put a hand on Marty s shoulder and squeezed as he crouched beside 
the window. 

He let the pair get svithin fifteen feet. He slid up the Mndow, aimed 
carefully, and fired the Berctta at each man’s legs. His brain was rusty 
with years of inaction, but his muscle memory overcame the rust as 
smoothly as an oiled machine. 

The two pitched fonvard onto their faces, moaning with pain and 
shock. As they craw’led for the cover of a pair of old buckeye trees. Smith 
hum'ed to the living room. 

“Come on, Marty.” 

Mart) followed close behind, and they both looked out the window. 
As Smith had feared, the second pair was in front. One was the same 





burly man who had led the ambush hvo days ago in GcorgetowTi. They 
had heard the shots, and the burly man had dived to the grass and 
pulled a Clock from his jacket. He landed hard on his chest, but held 
on to the Clock. The other man’s reaction w'as thirty seconds too slow. 
He still stood on the brick path, his big old U.S. Army Colt .45 halfway 
up toward the house. 

Smith missed his leg. But before the man could stumble back for 
the safety of the street. Smith’s second shot drew blood from his shoul- 
der and sent him sprawling. 

Marty watched worriedly. “Good shooting, Jon." 

Smith thought fast. His unexpected shots had put the two in the 
backyard out of action. But in the front, the leader was uninjured, and 
the second man had been only nicked. They would be careful now that 
they knew they faced lethal opposition, but they would not go away. 

And the helicopter would send reinforcements. 

1 lis voice tense, Smith asked quickly, “Does your tunnel work from 
this end?" 

Marty looked up. He nodded, understanding. ‘Tes, Jon. It’d be illog- 
ical if it didn’t.” 

"Lxit’s go!” 

In the bedroom, Marty pressed his remote control. The box bed 
swurrg silently out of the way, exposing the trapdoor. Another electronic 
command opened it. 

“Follow me." Holding his papers and the remote tightly, Marty slid 
into the brightly lighted shaft with its ladder that went through a craw'l 
space and down into the concrete underground tunnel. As soon as he 
landed, he lurched out of the way. 

A few seconds later, Smith’s feet touched down next to him. “Im- 
pressive, Mart.” 

Useful, loo. He pressed a button on his remote. “Tliis closes the 
trapdoor and puts everything back the way it was.” 

Tire two moved quickly along the bright tunnel. Finally they reached 
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)lher end, and Smith insisted on going up first. As he emerged int 

imall bathroom of Marly's home bungalow, he had a shock: A fift 

was crossing the half into the living room. 

tnith’s pulse hammered. He listened. TTien he realized the man wa 

ing toward the bathroom. 

e dropped back into the shaft. “Close it up!" 

is round face anxious. Mart)' electronically closed the trap and low 

the bathtub. Seconds later they heard the man enter the bathroom 

wed by the sound of a stream falling into the toilet. 

mith quietly told Marty what he wanted him to do. 



Chapter 

Nineteen 


Bcrctta ready, Smith climbed up to wait on the top rung of the metal 
ladder. He took a deep breath as the trapdoor unlocked. But it was still 
weighted in place by the tub. As he raised bis Beretta, the tub swarng 
up against the wall, the trap sprang open, and the entire bathroom plus 
a section of the hall and liring room came into \iew. Smith repressed 
a grim smile. The situation was better than he had hoped. 

Ahead was the back of the man at the toilet. The guy’s jaw dropped. 
Staring into the mirror, he had seen the bathtub rise like a white ap- 
parition into the air behind. The guy was not only stunned, he was 
exposed. He did not even have time to zip. 

But he was a professional. So, fly hanging open, he grabbed his 
weapon from where he had laid it on top of the toilet tank and spun 
around. 

Good. But not good enough.” With a mighty swing. Smith slammed 
his Bcrctta into the man’s knee. He heard bone crack. The man dropped 
to the floor, groaning and -clutching the knee. His weapon skidded to- 
ward the door. 

Smith leaped up through the trap, snatched the gun, and grabbed 
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"From here? How?” 

"FU fr)' its computer.” 

Smith never doubted Marty where eketronics were concerned. 
"Okay. Let’s see you do it.” 

Marty hunted in his desk drawers and produced a leather case about 
the size of a large camera. He aimed an aperture through the front 
doorsvay at the side at the van. He opened the lid, rtvirled some dials, 
and punched a button. "That should do it.” 

Smith stared suspiciously. "I didn't see anything happen.” 

“Of course you didn’t. I used TED to destroy the on-board computer 
that controls engine functions.” 

"What the hell is TED?” 

"Transient electromagnetic device. It works on RF — radio frequency. 
Tliink of static electricity, but stronger. 1 built this one myself and made 
it even more powerful than the usual. But the Russians will sell you an 
industrial-strength one. It comes in a briefcase and costs a hundred 
thousand dollars or so.” 

jon was impressed. "Bring that thing along.” He stepped outdoors. 
"Ixt’s go.” 

Marty stood motionless just outside his doorrvay. He stared, stunned 
at the blue sky and green grass and moving traffic. He looked over- 
whelmed. "It’s been a long time," he murmured and shivered. 

"You can do it,” Smith encouraged. 

Marty swallowed and nodded. “Okay. I’m ready.” 

Smith in the lead, the)- ran from the porch and along the hish hed^e 
to where it joined the side hedge. Jon pushed through, and .Marrt- fol- 
lowed. At the street, he stepped out and linked his arm with .Mart; 's. 
'Ihcy were just two conrivial friends strolling along toward the avenue 
two blocks ahead. 

Behind them the helicopter hung over the pair cf bu-sskn-z. B'ssr^- 
Massachusetts Avenue was ahead. Once there. Smith hcced foev ernid 
dis.ippcnr among the throng of pedestrians ficckrmt tn foe masnmeenc.' 
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"Wc’rc going to be imisiblc.” He was Kang, but under the circum- 
stances it seemed the wisest course. Hiding his worr)% he unbuttoned 
liis uniform Wouse and slipped out of it as they hurried along. He 
mapped it around his garrison cap and tuebed the bundle under his 
arm. It was not much of a disguise, but to eyes searching from a heli- 
copter for two people in a crowd below, it might be enough. 

Tlrcy walked another block, the chopper closing in on them. Smith 
looked over at Marty, whose round face was miserable and sweating. 
But he offered a forced smile. Smith smiled back, even though he pulsed 
mfh tension. 

Tlic helicopter was closer. Suddenly it was almost above them. 
Marty’s voice nns excited. "This is it! I recognize the street. Turn 
here!’’ 

Smith watched the chopper. “Not yet. Pretend to tic your shoelace.” 
Marty squatted and fussed at his tennis shoes. Smith bent and brushed 
at his trousers as if he had gotten dirt on them. People hurried past. A 
few thrnv annoyed glances at them for impeding the flow. 

Tire helicopter passed over. 

“NW." Smith pushed through the crowd first, creating a path for 
Marty. In a dozen feet, the\- were on a narrow side street that resembled 
an alley. Marty led him to a thrcc-sfory, yellow-brick building marked 
by a wide garage door. There was an attendant’s kiosk, but no cars were 
going in or out. Smith did not like the flat root. The chopper could 
land up there. 

.Marty presented his identification to a stunned attendant who had 
clcnrly never laid eyes on the owner of the vehicle in question. “How 
long you taking it out for, Mr. Zcllcrbach?" 

■M’c don’t know for sure,” Smith told the man. saving Marty from 
basing to talk to the stranger. 

Tile attendant scoured the ossnership papers once more and led them 

up to the second floor, where a row of stored cars ss-aited under protec- 
tive cans as ensers. 
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\\Tien he whipped the cover off the next-to-the-last one, Smith 
stared. “A Rolls-Royce?” 

“My father’s.” Marty grinned shyly. 

It was a thirty-year-old Silver Cloud, as gleaming as the day it had 
cruised out from under the hands of the long-forgotten craftsmen who 
built it. Wlien the attendant started it up and rolled it carefully out 
from the row, its original Rolls-Royce engine purred so softly Smith was 
not sure it was actually running. Tlrere was not a squeak, squeal, knock, 
or rattle. 

"There you are, Mr. Zellerbach,” the attendant said proudly. “She’s 
our belle. Best car in the house. I’m glad to sec she’s going somewhere 
at last.” 


Smith took the keys and told Marty to sit in the backseat. He left 
his unifonn blouse off but put on his cap so he would look more like a 
chauffeur. Behind the wheel, he studied the dashboard instruments and 
gauges on the whorled wood and examined the controls. With a sense 
of awe, he slid the clutch into gear and drove the elegant machine out 
of storage and onto the side street. Almost anywhere in the nation the 
Rolls would stand out as glaringly as his Triumph. But not in New York, 
Los Angeles, or Washington. Here it was just one more expensive car 
carrying an ambassador, a foreign dignitary, an important official, or a 
CEO of some kind. 


Do you like it, Jon? Marty asked from the backseat. 

“It’s like riding a magic carpet," Smith said. "Beautiful." 

Tliat s why 1 kept it. Marty gave a satisfied smile and leaned back 
like an overss eight cat against the seat, comforted by the close walls of 
the car. lie set his papers and his black medicine case beside him and 


ga\c a little chortle. “You know, Jon, that guy in the bathroom’s going 
to tell the others about my escape route, but they’re never going to 
figure out how to make it work, lie held up the remote control with 
a flourish. Zounds! They’re screwed!” 


Smith laughed and glanced at the rearsnew mirror. Tire chopper cir- 
cled helplessly a block a«-ay. He turned the grand machine onto Mas- 
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sachusctts Avenue. Inside the Silver Cloud, there was hardly a sound 
despite the heavy traffic. 

He ashed, "Arc those papers printouts of what you were able to down- 
load?" 

‘Tcs. 1 have good news, and I have bad news.” 

Marty described his cybersearch as they passed Dupont Circle and 
glided north, through the city to 1-95 and onto the Beltway. As Marty 
talked, Smith remained tense and alert for anyone following. He had 
the constant sense they could be attacked again from any point at any 
time. 

Tlicn he looked into the rearview mirror at Marty with amazement. 
‘Tou really were able to find the report from the Prince Leopold?” 
Marty nodded. "And varus reports from Iraq.” 

"Amazing. Tliank you. W^iat about Bill Griffin and Sophia’s phone 
records?" 

“No. Sorr)’, Jon. I really tried.” 

"1 know you did. I’d better read what you’ve got.” 

Tlicy were approaching the Connecticut Avenue exit at the extension 
of Rock Creek park in Maiyland. Smith took the exit, drove into the 
park, and stopped the Rolls at a secluded meadow surrounded by a stand 
of thick trees. As Marh’ handed him the two printouts, he said, “They’d 
been deleted by the director of NIH's Federal Resource Medical Clear- 
ing House.” 

Hie government!” Smith swore. “Damn. Either someone in the gov- 
ernment or amiy’s behind what’s happening, or the people who arc hav’c 
even more power than I’d thought.” 

That scares me. Jon,” Marty said. 

It scares me, and we better find out which it is soon.” 

Muttering, he read the Prince Leopold report first. 

Dr. Rene Giscours described a field report he had seen while doing 
a stint at a jungle hospital far upriver in Bolivnan Amazonia years ago. 
lie had been battling what appeared to be a new outbreak of Machupo 
fever and had no time to think about an unconfirmed rumor from far-off 
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“1 don’t believe tbinbing positively is enough in this case. I might 
;nk out. Not that I'd want to, you understand. But even Alexander 
c Great had fits.” 

“1 le had epilepsy. You have Asperger’s, and you’ve got medication 
control it.” 

Marty froze. “Little problem there. I don’t have my meds." 

“Didn’t you bring your case?” 

“Yes, of course 1 brought it. But I have only one dose left. 

“We’ll have to get you more in California.” As Marty’ grimaced, 
mith restarted the Rolls and pulled onto the Interstate. “We’ll need 
loncy. nic army, the FBI. probably the police, and the people with 
1 C vims will be monitoring my bank accounts, credits cards, the works, 
hey won't be monitoring yours yet.” 

'Tou’rc right. Since 1 value my life, 1 suppose 1 have to go along. At 
last for a while. Okay. Consider it a donation. Do you think fifty thou- 
and dollars would be enough?” 

Smith was stunned at the large sum. But when he thought about it, 
ic realized money was meaningless to Marty. “Fifty thousand should 
!n fine." 


Over the roar of the rotors and the slipstream wind, Nadal al-Hassan 
shouted into the phone, “Wc have lost them.” He wore dark sunglasses 
over his hatchet face. Tlicy seemed to absorb the sunlight like black 
holes. 

In his office near the Adirondack lake, Victor Tremont swore. 
“D.imn, Who is this Martin Zcllcthach? WTiy did Smith go to him?” 

.M-Hassan covered his open car to hear better. “I w-ill find out. \\Tiat 
alxmt the army and the FBI?" 

Smith s officially AWOL and connected to the deaths of Kielburger 
and llic woman because he was the last to sec them alive. Both the 
Mice and the amiy arc looking for him.” 'The distant roar of the heli- 


copter m his ear made him want to shout as if he were there with al- 
Hassan “jack McGraw’s staying on top of the situation through his 
source in the Bureau." 

"That IS good Zcllcrbach’s residence has much computer equip- 
ment V'etv advanced It is possible that is why Smith went there. Per- 
haps we could learn what he is looking for by analyzing what this 
Zellcrbach was doing when we amved." 

"111 send Xavier to \\'ashington. Have your people watch the hos- 
pitals where ah the victims were treated, especially the three sunivors. 
So far the government hasn’t revealed the survivals, but they will. WTicn 
Smith hears about them, he 11 probably try to reach them." 

"I have already seen to it." 

"Good, Nadal Where's Bill Griffin?” 

"That 1 do not know He has not reported in to me today.” 

“Find him'” 





7:14 P.M. 

Nw Yotk Citj’ 

Mcrccr Haldane, chairman of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals. irx_ cuuld 
barely manage a smile as Mrs. Pendragon brought iz the agecca ~ 
tomonow’s board meeting. Still, he bid her his custernarj cheerhil gcih- 
night. Safely alone again, he sat brooding in his vihite te and ~~r Cue 
of the quarterly dinners for the board was tonight, and he had an 
mous problem that must be addressed tint. 

Haldane was proud of Blanchard, both of its hisrer- and n: .hnnre 
It was an old company, founded by Ezra and Eliiai: nfannharn n: a 
garage in Buffalo in 1884 to make soap and see ^ 

mother's original recipes. Ors-ned and run b' cue zr~=: nherZamr™ 

it had prospered and branched into fenr.e.nin.n.'n; “ 

kS'otld War 11, Blanchard was one of the 2 a- ^nrunur-^^ 

male penicillin, which elevated it to a aha.— nnr-dn: - — ^ 

the war. the company grew rapid-v and w’-.r nu-'-- " 

in the 19Ms. Twenty years later, r. the eadr ' - -h ^ ^ 
descendant handed over the cpe.-n.rn b Z " 
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a billion dollars could be lost through tiny pinpricks, or that Victor 
would steal such a sum. But it was possible his hungry second-in- 
command could order a secret research project and try' to keep it hidden 
from Haldane. Yes, he would believe that. 

He made no immediate move. Victor and he would meet in his New 
York office before the private dinner he gave for the board at the quar- 
terly meeting. He would brace Victor with what he knew and demand 
an explanation. One way or another, he would discover whether any 
secret program existed. If it did, he would have to fire Victor. But the 
project might be worth sasang. If there were no such program, and 
Victor could not explain the lost billion, he would fire him on the spot. 

Haldane sighed. It was tragic about Victor, but at the same time 
he felt an eagerness that made his blood rush. He was getting on in 
years, but he still enjoyed a good fight. Especially one that he knew he 
would win. 

At the sound of his private elevator coming up, he crossed the lux- 
urious office with its s-iesv south over the entire city to the Battery and 
the bay. He poured a snifter of his best XO cognac and returned to his 
desk. He opened a humidor, selected a cigar, lighted it, and took the 
first long, savory draw as the elevator stopped and Victor Tremont 
stepped out in his white tie and tails. 

Haldane turned his head. “Good evening, Victor. Pour yourself a 
brandy.” 

Tremont eyed him where he sat behind the big desk smoking the 
cigar. ‘You're looking solemn tonight. Mercer. Some problem?" 

"Get your brandy, and we'll discuss it." 

Tremont poured a snifter of the fine old cognac, helped himself to 
a cigar, sat in a comfortable leather armchair facing Haldane, and 
crossed his legs. 

He smiled. "So, let’s not svaste our valuable time. I have a lady to 
pick up for the dinner. WTiat have I done mong?” 

Haldane bristled. He ss-as being challenged. He decided to be blunt 


iGq 


djTie As CEO, Haldane ran Blanchard into the 1990s. Ten years ago, 
he had assumed the chairmanship as well. It was his company now. 

Cntd two dais ago. the future of Blanchard looked as rosy as its past. 
X'lctor T rcmont had been his discovers', a brilliant biochemist with ex- 
ecutive potential and creative flair Haldane had nurtured Victor slowly, 
bringing him up through all the company’s operations. He had been 
grooming \ictor to succeed him. In fact, four years ago Haldane had 
promoted him to COO, ei’en though he retained effective control. He 
knew ^ietor seethed under the constraint, that he was eager to run the 
compani , but 1 laldanc considered that a plus. Any man worth his salt 
wanted his owti show , and a hungiy man kept his competitive edge. 

Tonight it was Mercer Haldane who seethed. 

A sear ago. a new auditor had reported accounting for research and 
Icvclopment that seemed odd The auditor was concerned, even ncr- 
ous It was impossible to follow funds for a project through to its 
:onclusion 1 laldane considered the man's worry nothing more than un- 
faniiliariti with the intricacies of R&D in the pharmaceutical industry. 
8ut Haldane was also a cautious executive, so he had hired a second 
lutsidc auditing firm to look more deeply. 

I he result was alaniung Two d,ivs ago. Haldane had received the 
icport In an intricate pattern of small, barclv noticeable irregularities — 
oierruns, shortfalls, paper tt.msfers, borrowings, excessive supply and 
cpair costs, piltiTing, and spillage and leakage losses — almost a billion 
Jollars appeared to be missing from the total R&D budget over a ten- 
icar period '\ biihon dollars' in addition, a similar sum appeared to 
laic been applied to a phantom R&'D program Haldane had never 
leard of Hie paper trail was exceedingly complex, and the auditors 
idmittcd thei could not be .ibsolutcls certain of their findings. But they 
ilso said thev were sure enough that they believed they sliould be 
panted permission to continue digging, 

Haldane thanked them, told them he would be in touch, and im- 
mcdiatclv thought of Victor Tremont. Not for a second did he believe 
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a billion doll.irs could be lo*.f tbroi;(;b tiny pinpricks, or that Victor 
would steal such a .'.urri, I'tif it was possible his hungry second-in- 
command could order a s'-r ret rr searcb project and tiy- to keep it hidden 
from flaldanc. Yes, he wniiltl Lrlicvc that. 

He made no immediate move, Victor and he would meet in his New 
York office before flic private dinner he gave for the board at the quar- 
terly meeting. He would brace Victor svith v.'hat he knew and demand 
an e.xplanation. One way or anotiier, he would discover whether any 
secret program existed. If it did, he would have to fire Victor. But the 
project might be worth saving. If there were no such program, and 
Victor could not explain the lost billion, be would fire him on the spot. 

Haldane sighed. It was tragic about Victor, but at the same time 
he felt an eagerness that made his blood rush. He was getting on in 
years, but he still enjoyed a good fight. Especially one that he knew he 
ss'ould win. 

At the sound of his private elevator coming up, he crossed the lux- 
urious office unth its \iew south over the entire city to the Battery and 
the bay. He poured a snifter of his best XO cognac and returned to his 
desk. He opened a humidor, selected a cigar, lighted it, and took the 
first long, savory draw as the elevator stopped and Victor Tremont 
stepped out in his svhitc tic and tails. 

Haldane turned his head. “Good evening, Victor. Pour yourself a 
brandy.' 

Tremont eyed him where he sat behind the big desk smoking the 
cigar. “T'ou’re looking solemn tonight, Mercer. Some problem?" 

“Get your brandy, and svcil discuss it.” 

Tremont poured a snifter of the fine old cognac, helped him^'-lf to 
a cigar, sat in a comfortable leather armchair fadng Hald-oi' 
crossed his legs. 

He smiled. “So, let’s not ssaste our valuable tii Inof • 

pfck up for the dmner. What have I done wTong" 

Haldane bristled. He svas being challenged. He t ■ nt’ 
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jnd put V ictor in his place. "It seems we have a billion dollars unac- 
counted for W'hat did you do. Victor— steal it or divert it into some 
pet scheme’" 

Tremont sipped his brandy, turned his cigar to study the ash, and 
nodded as if he had expected this. His long, aristocratic face w-as shad- 
o«y in the lamplight. “The secret audit. 1 thought that u-as probably it. 
Well, the simple answer is no . . and yes. 1 didn t steal the money. 1 
did divert it to a pro)ect all my own.” 

Haldane controlled his anger. "How long has this been going on?" 

“Oh. I’d sa\ ten vears or so. A couple of years after that specimen- 
finding trip to Peru vou sent me on when 1 was working in the main 
research lab Remember’" 

"A decade! Impossible! You couldn’t have fooled me that long. WTiat 
really — " 

“Oh, but 1 could, and I did. Not alone, of course. 1 put together a 
team inside the company The best men we have. They saw the billions 
that could be made on mv concept, and they signed on. A little creative 
bookkeeping here, help from security there, some fine scientists, my own 
outside laborators, a lot of dedication, some cooperation inside our fed- 
cr.il government and militarv. and voila ' — the Hades Project. Con- 
ceived. planned, developed, and reads to go.” Victor Tremont smiled 
again and waved the cigar like a magic wand. “In a few weeks — months 
at most — mv team and Blanchard will make billions. Possibly hundreds 
of billions Rversone will be rich — me. mv team, the board, the stock- 
holders and. of course, vou " 

Haldane held his cigar frozen in midair. “You're insane.” 

Tremont laughed “Hardls just a good businessman who saw an 
opportunity for gigantic profit ” 

“Insane and going to prison'" Haldane snapped. 

Tremont held up a hand, “Calm yourself, Mercer, Don’t you want 
to know vs hat the Hades Project is’ \Vliv it’s going to make all of us 
filthy rich, including sou. despite vour lack of gratitude?” 




Mercer Haldane hesitated. Tremont was admitting he had used com 
pnny funds for secret research. He would have to he terminated and 
prohahly prosecuted. But he was also a fine chemist and legally the 
project did belong to Blanchard. Perhaps it would make a lai^ profit 
After all, as chairman and CEO, it was his duty to protect and enhance 
the company's bottom line. 

So Haldmc cocked his white head. “1 can’t see how it can change 
anything. Victor, but what is this brilliant coup of yours;" 

“WTren you sent me to Pern thirteen years ago, I found an odd virus 
in a remote area. It was deadly, fatal in most cases. But one tribe had 
a cure: They drank the blood of a specific species of monkey that also 
carried the disease. 1 was intrigued, so I brought home live virus from 
victims as well as various monkeys’ blood. What I found was startling, 
hut rather elegantly logical." 

Haldane stared. “Go on.” 

Victor Tremont took a long drink of the cognac, smacked his lips in ap- 
preciation, and smiled over the top of the snifter at his boss. “The mon- 
keys were infected by the same vims as the humans. But it’s a strange one. 
The vims lies dormant for years inside its host, rather like the HIV virus 
before it becomes AIDS. Oh, a small fever perhaps, some headaches, 
other sudden and brief pains, but nothing lethal until, apparently spon- 
fancousiy, it mutates, gives symptoms of a heavy cold or mild Ru for two 
weeks or so, and then becomes lethal to both humans and monkeys. How- 
ever, and this was key, it strikes earlier and with far less severity in the 
monkeys. Many monkeys survive, and their blood is full of neutralizing 
antibodies to the mutated vims. The Indians learned this,by trial and ei- 
lOi I expect, so when they felt ill they drank the blood and were cured. In 
most cases, anyway, if they got the right monkey’s blood.” 

Tremont leaned fonvard. “The beauty of this symbiosis is that no 
nrattcr how the vims mutates, the mutation always appears in the mon- 
kevv fust, which means antibodies arc always available for any mutation. 
Isn't (hat an exquisite bit of nature?” 
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"Stunning," Haldane said drily. “But I see no avenue to profit in your 
anecdote. Does this virus exist elsewhere where there’s no natural cure?” 

"Absolutely nowhere as far as we’ve been able to ascertain. That’s 
the key to the Hades Project.” 

“Enlighten me. Please. 1 can’t wait.” 

Tremont laughed. "Sarcasm. One step at a time, Mercer." He stood 
up and walked to the bar. He poured more of the chairman’s fine co- 
gnac. Seated again, he crossed his knees. “Of course, we couldn’t vet)' 
well import millions of monkeys and kill them for their blood. Not to 
mention that not all monkeys carried the antibodies, and that blood 
would deteriorate rapidly anyway. So first we had to isolate the virus 
and the antibodies in the blood. Then we had to establish methods of 
arge-scale production and provide a broad enough spectrum to accom- 
modate some of the spontaneous mutations over time.” 

“1 suppose you're going to tell me you did all this." 

"Absolutely, We isolated the situs and were capable of production 
rvithin the first year. 'Tlie rest took varying lengths of time, and we 
finalized the recombinant antiserum only last year. Now we have mil- 
lions of units ready to ship. It’s been patented as a cure for the monkey 
virus, without mentioning the human virus, of course. That’s going to 
appear to be a bit of luck. Our costs have been inflated and well tab- 
ulated, so we can claim a higher price to the public, and we’ve applied 
for FDA approval.” 

Haldane was incredulous. ‘Tou don’t have FDA approval?" 

“WTren the pandemic starts, we’ll get instant approval.” 

"\V/icn it starts?" It was Haldane’s turn to laugh. A derisive laugh. 
‘TVliat pandemic? You mean there's no epidemic of the virus to use 
your scrum on? My God, Victor — ” 

Tremont smiled. “There will be.” 

Haldane stared. “Will be?” 

"There have been six recent cases in the United States, three of which 
we sccrctlv cured with our scrum. More victims here arc coming down 
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uith il, plus there have already been over a thousand deaths overseas. In a 
few days, the globe sWll kncA' what it’s facing. It sson’t be pretty.” 

Mercer Haldane sat motionless at his desL Cognac forgotten. Cigar 
burning the desktop where the stub had fallen from the ashtray. Tre- 
mont ssaifed, the smile ncs er leasing his smooth face. His iron-gray hair 
and tan skin glowed in the lamplight. Wlien Haldane finally spoke, his 
rigidity was painful to witness, even for Tremont. 

But Haldane’s voice was controlled. “Tliere’s some part of this 
scheme you aren’t telling me.” 

"Probably,” Tremont said. 

"WTat is it?” 

Tou don’t want to know." 

Haldane thought that over for a time. “No, it won’t play. You’re 
going to prison, Victor. You’ll never work again.” 

"Give me some credit. Besides, you’re in as deep as I am.” 

Haldane’s white esebrows shot up in surprise. "There’s no way — !" 

Tremont chuckled. “Hell, you’re in deeper. My ass is covered. Every 
order, every requisition, and every e.vpcnditurc was approved and signed 
by you. Es'crything we did has your authorization in writing. Most of 
it’s real because when you get in an irritable mood, you sign papers just 
to get them off your desk. I put them there, you scribbled your signature 
and shooed me out of the office like a schoolboy. The rest arc forgeries 
no one’s going to spot. One of rny people has an expert.” 

Like a wary old lion, Haldane repressed his outrage at Trcniont's 
underhandedness. Instead, he studied his prof6gc‘, assessing the poten- 
tial \aluc of what he had revealed. Grudgingly, Haldane had to .agree 
the profits could be astronomical, and he would see to it that he r;rit 
his share. .At the same lime, he tried to detect a fiasv, a mislaVc that 
could lead to all their downfalls. 

'llien Haldane saw it; ’'Hie government's going to ssant to iii.i*-'- 
produce your cure. Cisr it to the svorld. nicy'll t.rl.c it assay from uat 
National interest. " 
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Tremont shook his head. "No. They couldn’t produce the serum 
unless we gave them the details, and no one else has the production 
facilities in place. Thes won’t tt> to take it anyway. First, because we'll 
ha\c enough on hand to do the |ob. Second, no American government 
IS going to dem us a reasonable profit. That's the name of the game 
we preach to the world, isn't it? This is a capitalist societs’, and we’re 
simpK practicing good capitalism. Besides, the spin is we’re working 
around the clock to save humanity , so we deseme our reward. Of course, 
as 1 said, we’ve inflated our research costs, but they won’t look too deep, 
he profits will be stupendous ’’ 

Haldane grimaced “So there’s going to be a pandemic. I suppose 
ic onls good thing about that is vou’vc got the cure. Perhaps not so 
lany lives will be lost ’’ 

Tremont noted the cvnicism that Haldane had used to convince him- 
If to capitulate As alwavs. Tremont had anticipated Haldane correctly, 
ow he looked slowlv around the chairman’s office as if memorizing 
erv detail 

He focused on his former mentor again, and his face grew cool and 
■mote “But to m.ikc it all work, I need to be m charge. So at the board 
leeting toinorrovs, sou re going to step down You’re going to turn the 
impanv over to me I'll he CFO. chairman of the executive committee, 
ill control Y<tu can stav on as chairman of tlic board, if you like. You 
m even have more contact with dailv operations than any other board 
icmbcr But in a vear vou’ll retire with a verv fat separation bonus and 
msion. and i'll take over the board, too ’’ 

Haldane stared The combative old lion was having around the edges, 
c had not anticipated this, and he was shocked. He had underesti- 
latcd Tremont “If I refuse’’" 

"You can’t Tlic patent is in the name of my incorporated group, 
ith me as principal stockholder, and licensed to Blanchard for a large 
ireentage fee. You. by the way. approved that arrangement years ago, 

1 It's quite legal. But don't worrv There’ll be plenty for Blanchard, and 
big bonus for vou The board and stockholders will be ecstatic at the 
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profits, not to mention the public-relations coup. We’ll be the heroes 
riding to rescue the world hom an apocah-ptic disaster worse tharr the 
BlacV Plague." 

"You keep stressing how much money I’m going to make. In or out. 

I sec no reason to leave. I’ll just run it myself and make sure you are 
financially rewarded." 

Tremont chuckled, enjoying the vision of being a savior and making 
a fortune worthy of Midas at the same time. Then he turned his gaze 
grimly onto Haldane. “The Hades Project uill be a stunning success, 
the biggest Blanchard has ci'cr had. But even though on paper you 
approved it all, you really know nothing about it. If you tried to take 
over, you'd look like a fool at best. At worst, you’d reveal your incom- 
petence. Everyone would suspect you were trying to take credit for my 
work. At that point, 1 could get the board and stockholders to kick you 
out in five minutes." 

Haldane inhaled sharply. In his most terrifying nightmares, he had 
ncicr expected this could happen. Events had him in an iron grip, and 
lie liad lost control. A sense of helplessness, of being a fish that thrashed 
inside an impenetrable net, swept over him. He could think of nothing 
to sa\-. Tremont was riglit. Only a tool would fight now. Better to play 
(he game and walk away with the loot. As soon as he decided that, he 
felt better. Not well, but better. 

He shrugged. “Well, let's go and have dinner, then." 

Tremont laughed. “Tliat’s the Mercer I know. Cheer up. You’ll be 
rich and famous." 

1 m already rich. 1 never gave a damn about being famous.” 

“Ckl used to it. You’re going to like it. Think of all the former pres- 
idents you can plas’ golf uith." 
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Mnrty’s eyes ss-idened in alann. “The phannacist gave the name of 
his drugstore and said where it was. Now my doctor knows, too! ^ 
“Right. So docs whoever was listening in on the doctor s end. Let s go. 
Tlicy rushed out. Marty’s medication was wearing off, and they 
needed to save the last dose for the morning and the long drive ahead. 
Marty grumbled and stayed close to Smith. He put up with buying 
clothes and other necessities, and he gmdgingly ate dinner in an Italian 
restaurant in North Beach that Smith remembered from a brief stint at 
the Presidio when it was an active army base. But the computer genius 
was growing more agitated and talkative. 

At nightfall they took a room at the Mission Inn far out on Mission 
Street. Fog had rolled in, mapping itself around picturesque lampposts 
and rising above bay windows. 

Marty noticed none of the area’s charm or the advantages of the 
small motel. “You can’t possibly subject me to this medieval torture 
chamber, Jon. Who in heaven’s name would be idiotic enough to want 
to sleep in such a foul dungeon?" The room smelled of the fog. “Wc’ll 
go to the Stanford Court. It’s at least presentable and almost livable.’’ 
It was one of San Francisco’s legendary grande dame hotels. 

Smith was amazed. ‘Tou’vc stayed there before?” 

“Oh, thousands of times!” Marty said in an enthusiastic exa^eration 
that warned Smith he wns beginning to spin out of control. “That’s 
where we rented a suite when my father took me to San Francisco. I 
was enthralled by it. I used to played hidc-and-seck in the lobby with 
the bellmen.” 


“And csciyone knew that’s where you stayed in San Francisco?” 

“Of course.” 

Co there again if you don’t mind our violent friends finding you ” 
Marty instantly flip-flopped. “Oh, dear me. You’re right. They must 
be m San Francisco by now. Arc we safe in this dump?” 

“Tliat’s the idea. It’s out of the way, and I registered under an alias, 
c re only here one night." 

-1 don’t plan to sleep a wink." Marty refused to take oH his clothes 
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for bed ’The^ could attack at any hour. I’m certainly not going to be 
seen running dowi the street m my nightshirt wath those beasts or the 
FBI pursuing me " 

■'You've got to get a good night’s sleep. It’s a long trip tomorrow.” 

But Marts svould hear none of it, and while Smith was shaving and 
brushing his teeth, he hooked a chair under the knob of the only door. 
Then he crumpled a newspaper sheet by sheet and arranged the crushed 
papers in front of the door. “There. Now they can’t sneak in on us. I 
;ss that in a movie Tire detective put his pistol on the bedside table, 
lo, so he could reach it quickly You’ll do that ssTth your Bcrctta, Jon, 
ght’” 

“If It makes vou feel better “ Smith came out of the bathroom, drying 
IS face "Let's get to bed ’’ 

When Smith slid under the covers, Marty lay down fully dressed on 
1C tis'in He stared up at the ceiling, his eyes wide open. Suddenly he 
lokcd to Smith "W/iv are we in California?” 

Smith turned off the bedside light "To meet a man who can help 
s lie lives in the Sierras near Yoscmitc ” 

‘ihat V right The Sierras Modoc country! You know the story of 
-apfain jack and the Liva Beds'” lie was a brilliant Modoc leader, and 
1C Modocs were put on the same reservation as their arch enemies, 
ie Klamaths in the dim room, Martv launched into the excited rev- 
ric of his unleashed mind "In the end. the Modocs killed some whites, 
1 the arniv came after them with cannon! Maybe ten of them against 
whole regiment .\nd 

He related even detail of the tn)ustice done bv the army to the 
inoccnt Modoc leader F roin there he described the saga of Chief Jo- 
;ph and his Nez Pcrcc in Washington and Idaho and their mad dash 
ir freedom against half the army of the United St.ites. Before he had 
nished reciting Joseph's heartrending final speech, his head jerked 
round toward the door. 

Tliey re in the corridor' I hear them! Cct your gun, Jon!" 
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Smith leaped up, grabbed the Beretta, and tried to speed quiet y 
through the rumpled ncsvspapcrs, which was impossible. He listened at 

the door. His heart was thundering. 

He listened for five minutes. “Not a sound. Are you sure you heard 

something, Marty?” 

“Absolutely. Positively.” His hands fiapped in the air. He was sitting 
upright, his back rigid, his round face quivering. 

Smith crouched, trjing to relieve his weary’ body. He continued to 
listen for another half hour. People came and went outside. There was 
conversation and occasional laughter. Finally he shook his head. Not a 
thing. Get some sleep.” He moved through the noisy newspapers to his 
bed. 

Marty was chastened and silent. He lay back. Ten minutes later he 
enthusiastically began the chronological history' of every' Indian War 
since King Philip’s in the 1600s. 

Ilicn he heard steps again. “Tlierc’s someone at the door, Jon! Shoot 
them. Shoot them! Before they break in! Shoot theml” 

Jon sped to the door. But there was no sound beyond it. For Smith, 
it was the final straw. Marty would be inventing wild dangers and re- 
lating more stories about early America all night. He w'as reaching warp 
speed, and the longer he was off his medication, the worse it svould be 
for both of them. 

Smith got up again. “Okay, Marty, you’d better take y'our last dose.” 
1 !c smiled kindly. We 11 just have to trust we can get y'ou more when 
we get to Peter Howell’s place tomorrow’. Meanw’hile, you’ve got to 
sleep, and so do I.” 

Marty s mind buzzed and flashed. Words and images w'hipped 
through with incredible speed. He heard Jon’s voice as if at a great 
distance, .almost as if a continent separated them. Then he saw his old 
hicnd .and the smile. Jon wanted him to take his drug, but everything 
'sithm him railed against it. He hated to leave this thrilling world where 
life happened quickly and with great drama. 


"Marh, here's vour medicine.” Jon stood beside him uith a glass of 
water in one hand and the dreaded pill in the other. 

"I'd rather ride a camel across the stan)' sky and drink blue lemonade. 
Wouldn't r ou? V\'ou!dn’t you like to listen to fairies playing their golden 
harps’ \\buidn’t \ou rather talk to Newton and Galileo?" 

“Mart? Arc \ou listening’ Please take your meds.” 

Marti looked doini at Jon, who was crouching in front of him now, 
his face earnest and worried. He liked Jon for many reasons, none of 
which seemed relevant now 

Jon said, "1 know sou trust me, Marts. You’ve got to believe me 
when i tell you we let sou stay off your medication too long. It’s time 
for sou to come back ” 

Marts spoke in an unhappy rush. “1 don’t like the pills. WTicn 1 take 
them, I'm not me I'm not there anymore! I can’t think because there’s 
no T to think!” 

“It's rough, I know." Smith said sympathetically. "But sve don’t ssnnt 
sou to cross the line WTien sou 're off them too long, you go a little 
nuts " 

Marts shook his head angnlv. "They tried to teach me how to be 
'norinj!' with other people the was they teach someone to play a piano! 
\icm(iri:c' norni.ilits' look him in the eve, but don’t stare.’ Tut out 
your hand when it's a man. but let a svoman put out her band first.’ 
Imbccihc' 1 read about a gus svlio said it just right; ‘We can learn to 
pretend to act like cvervone else, but sve really don’t get the point.’ I 
don't get the point, Jon I don't want to be normal!" 

”1 don't want sou to be ‘normar either. 1 like your svildness and 
brilliance \ou wouldn t be the Marty I knosv ssitliouf that. But sse’ve 
got to keep sou balanced, loo, so you don’t go so far out into the 
stratosphere wc can’t bring sou back .After we get to Peter’s tomorrow, 
you can slide off the pills again." 

Marty stared. His mind did cartsvhccis of numbers and algorithms. 
He craved the freedom of his unfettered thoughts, but he knesv Jon svas 
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right. lie w’as still in control, but just barely. He did not want to risk 
dropping off the edge. 

Marty sighed. "Jon, you’re a champ. I apologize. Give me the darn 
pill" 

Twenty-five minutes later, both men were sound asleep. 


12:06 A.M., Saturday, October 18 
San Francisco International Airport 

Nadal al-Hassan strode off the DC-10 red-eye from New York into 
the main concourse. The overweight man in the shabby suit who greeted 
him had never met him, but there was no one else on the New York 
flight who fit the description he had been given. 

T’ou al-IIassan?" 

Al-llassan eyed the shabby man with distaste. “You are from the 
detective agcnc)?” 

T’oti got that right." 

“W'hal do you have to report?" 

"FBI beat us to the drugstore guy, but all he knows anyways is there 
was two of 'em, an’ when they left they took a taxi. We’re checking the 
cab companies, an’ so's the loeal cops and the FBI. Hotels, motels, 
roomin’ houses, car rentals, an’ other drugstores, too. So far nothin’. 
An the cops an’ FBI ain’t doin’ no better.” 

I Mill lx: at the Hotel Monaco near Union Square. Call me the 
instant you find anything.” 

^ ou want us checkin’ all night?" 

Until you find them, or the police do.” 

Tile slovenly man shrugged. “It’s your money.” 

AM lassan caught a taxi to the newly renovated downtowm San Fran- 
cisco hotel m'th its small, elegant lobby and dining room decorated to 
look like a continental city in the 1920s. As soon as he was alone in his 



room, he phoned New York and reported cvet}'fhing the sloppy man 
had told him. 

Al-Hassan said, “He cannot use army resources. Wc arc covering all 
Smith’s and Zellerbach's friends as well as everjone connected to the 
vims victims." 

“Hire another detective agency if you have to," Victor Tremont or- 
dered from his New York hotel room. “Xaner’s found what this Zeller- 
bach person was doing for him." He recited the discos’cries in Marty’s 
computer logs. “Apparently, Zellcrbach found the Giscours memo, and 
he uncos'cred reports about the virus in Iraq. Smith has probably figured 
out wc have the virus, and now he wants to know what we’re going to 
do wath it. He’s no longer a potential threat, he’s a menace!’’ 

Al-Hassan’s voice was a promise. “Not for much longer.” 

"Keep in touch with Xavier. This Zellcrbach person tried to trace 
the Russell woman’s phone call to me. We expect he’ll try again. Xaricr 
is monitoring Zellerbach’s computer. If he uses it, X-arier wall keep him 
online long enough to initiate a phone trace through our local police in 
Long Lake ’’ 

"I wall call Washington and give him my cell phone number.” 

“Have you located Bill Griffin?" 

Al-Hassan was quiet, embarrassed. "He has contacted no one since 
wc assigned him to kill Smith." 

Tremont’s voice cracked like a whip. ‘Tou still don’t know where 
Griffin is? Incredible! How could you lose one of your owai people!” 

Al-Hassan kept his voice low, respectful. Victor Tremont was one of 
the few heathens in this godless countr)' he respected, and Tremont was 
right. He should have kept a closer eye on the cx-FBI man. “Wc arc 
working to find Griffin. It is a point of pride with me that w-e find him 
quickly.” 

Tremont was silent, calming himself. At last he said, “Xavier tells me 
Martin Zellcrbach was also looking for Griffin's most recent address, 
obs'iously for Smith. As you suggested, there is a connection somewhere. 
Now we have eridcnce of it." 
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“U interesting that BHl Griffin has made no attempt to contact or 
approach Jon Smith. On the other hand. Smith %-isited Griffin’s ex-wife 
vesterday in Georgetow-n." 

Tremont considered. “Perhaps Griffin is playing both sides. Bdl Grif- 
fin could turn out to be our most dangerous enemy, or our most useful 
weapon. Find him! 


7:00 A.M. 

San Francisco Mission District 

Marty and Smith were awahe and checked out by 7:00 A.M. By 8:00 
tiicY had driven across San Francisco’s glistening bay and were heading 
cast on 1-580. After l^throp, they crossed to 99 and 120 and headed 
south through fertile inland farmlands to Merced, where they stopped 
to cat a late breakfast. Then they turned east again, straight toward 
Yosemite on HO. Tire day was cool but sunny, Marty was still calm, 
and as they reached the higher elevations the sky seemed to grow a 
translucent blue. 

Tlicy climbed steadily to the thrcc-thousand-foot Mid Pines Summit, 
picked up the rushing Merced River, and entered the park at El Portal. 
.Marty h.id been watcliing quietly out the window. As they climbed two 
thousand feet beside the rapidly falling river and into the famed valley, 
his gar.c continued to drink in flic stunning mountain scenery. 

“1 think I’ve missed getting out,” he decided. “Indescribably beau- 
tiful.” 

'And few people to interfere with the view." 

"Jon. you know me too well.” 

■Ihcy drove past the towering stream of Bridal Veil Falls, wTcathed 
ni Its omi rising mists, and the sheer cliffs of El Capitan. In the distance 
was legendary Half Dome and Yosemite Falls. They turned sharply onto 
t !c nntlh fork of the valley drive and continued on R.v ri.i. m . - - 

tn ilt • ' * 
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traffic from November to May and often far into June. They continued 
cast through patches of snow and the magnificent scenery of the high 
counfrv of the untamed Sierras. At last they headed down the eastern 
slope, the land growing drier and less lush. 

As the\ descended. Marts' began singing old cowboy tunes. The meds 
iscrc sscanng off A few miles before Tioga Road reached Highway 395 
and the town of Lee \’ining. Smith turned onto a narrow blachtop road. 
On cither side were parched, grassy open slopes with barbed-ssire fences 
marking property lines Cattle and horses grazed under trees whose 
black silhouettes stood stark against the gold-vch’et mountains. 

Marts- burst into song- "Home, home on the range, where the deer and 
the antelope pla\’ Where seldom is heard a discouraging word and the 
skies are not cloudy alt dav!" 

Smith drove the car up dizzying ssvitchbacks, crossed several streams 
on rickety svood bndges, and ended at the edge of a deep ras’inc ssi’th 
a broad creek roaring below A narrosv steel footbridge crossed the ravine 
to a clearing and a log cabin hidden among towering pondcrosa pine 
and incense cedar Ihe siiosv-capped peak of thuleen-thousand-foot 
Mount Dan.i tossered like a sentinel in the distance. 

.■\s Smith parked. Marts continued to fly through his mind, stimu- 
lated bs the remarkable range of scenery — from ocean to mountains to 
cattle land But now he realized thes must be near their destination, 
and he ssould be expected to stas here. Sleep here. Maybe lis’C here 
quite a while 

Smith came around and opened his door, and he climbed reluctantly 
out lie shrank from the footbridge, svhich ssvaved slightly in the wind. 
The ravine it crossed plunged thirts feet. 

He announced, "I m not putting a toe on that flimsy contraption.” 

Don f look dossTi Come on, os'cr you go." Smith pushed. 

Marty clutched the handrails all the way. "Wfliat arc sve doing in this 
ss-astcland anysvay’ There s only that old shack over there." 

/\s they started up the dirt frail fosvard it, Jon said, "Our man iis'cs 
there.” 



Martv stopped. “That's cur destination; I will not stay five seconds 
in 3n\lfiin5 so primitive. I doubt it has indoor plumbing. It certainly 
has no clcctridts'. which means no computer. I must have a computer!" 

“It also has no killers." Smiith pointed out. “and don’t judge a book 
bs its cover." 

Marty snorted. “That’s a cliche." 

“On sdth you.” 

WTen thev reached the penderusas. they plunged into the gicom 
under the thick branches that towered high above. The aroma of pine 
filled the air. Ahead through ti:e tail trees the shack steed silent Every' 
time Marty looked at it. he shcck his head in disma'". 

Suddenh a high-pitched snarl fcoze them m their tacks. 

A fuii-gross-n mountain lion sprang trem a tee ahead and crcuched 
ten feet away. Its long tail whipped, and its vehew eves aiared. 

“ion!" Marty cried and tamed tc ran. 

Smith grabbed his arm. “Wait." 

A voice with an Engl'hh accent speke frem semEwbere ahead. “Stand 
quite still, gentlemen. Don’t raise a weaccn. and ’ne w.on'r hurt v.ou. 
And perhaps neither wih L” 





Chapter 

Twenty-Two 


1:47 P.M. 

Near Lee Vining, 

High Sierras, California 

From the low-roofed porch of the cabin, a lean man of medium build 
stepped out of the shadows holding a British Enfield bullpup automatic 
rifle. His words were addressed to Smith, but his gaze was fised on 
Marts’ Zellerbach, “You said nothing about bringing anyone with you, 
Jon. I don’t like surprises." 

Marty whispered, "I'd be happy to leave, Jon." 

Smith ignored him. Peter Howell was not Marty Zellerbach. His de- 
fenses were lethal, and you took them seriously. Smith spoke quietly to 
the man with the gun. "\VliistIc up the cat, Peter, and put down the 
amiamcnt. I’ve known Marty a lot longer than I’ve known you, and right 
now I need you both.” 

'But I don’t know him,” the wiry man said just as quietly. "There’s 
the mb, eh? Arc you saying you know all there is to know about him 
and that he’s clean?” 

“Nobody cleaner, Peter.” 

Howell studied Marty for a long minute, his pale blue eyes cool, clear. 
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and as penetrating as an X-ray machine. Finally he gave a harsh sound 
somewhere between blossing air and elearing his throat. “Omsk, Stan- 
ley,” be said softly. “Good cat. Go on with you. 

The mountain lion turned and padded away behind the cabin, glanc- 
ing back occasionally over his shoulder as if he hoped he would be called 
upon to pounce. 

Tlic lean man lowered the assault rifle. 

Matty’s eves were bright as he watched the big cat move off. ‘Tre 
never heard of a trained mountain lion. How did you do it? He even 
lias a name. How deliciously wonderful! Did you know African kings 
used to train leopards to hunt? And in India, they trained cheetahs — ” 
Howell stopped him. “We should have our talk inside, you see. Nev'er 
know whose cars arc listening.” He motioned with the Enfield and stood 
aside to let them precede him into the cabin. As Smith passed, the 
Englishman raised an eyebrow and nodded to Marty’s back. Smith nod- 
ded affimiativcly in return. 

Inside, the cabin was larger than it appeared from the front and 
belied its rustic appearance. They stood in a well-appointed Ihong room 
with nothing of the Western lodge about it except the enormous field- 
stone fireplace. Tire furniture was comfortable English country-house 
antiques mixed with mcn’s-club leather chairs and military mementoes 
from most wars of the tn'cnticth century. ’The wall space not taken up 
b)' guns, regimental flags, and framed photos of soldiers displayed sev- 
er.ll giant abstract expressionist paintings — dc Kooning, NessTnan, and 
Rothko. Originals worth a fortune. 

lire room occupied the entire width of the cabin, but a wing, hidden 
from the front, extended at the left rear deep into the tall pines. The 
c.ibm W.1S aclu.illy built in an L-shape, with most of it in the stem of 
the b. Ihc first door off the hallway behind the living room proved to 
Ire a study with an up-to-date PC computer. 

•Marty let out a cry of jo)-. Peter Howell watched him dash for the 
computer, oblisious to anyone. 

Howell quietly asked. .-fx" 


■'Asperger's suidromc," Smith told him. "He’s a genius, especially 
\\ ith electronics, but being around people is hell for him.” 

"He's oft his medicines now'*” 

Smith nodded "V\'e had to leave Washington in a hurry. Give me 
a minute, then sve’ll talk." 

Without a word. Howell returned to the living room. Smith joined 
Marts at the computer 

Marts looked up at him reproachfully. “W’hy didn’t you tell me he 
had a generator^" 

"The lion sort of took it out of ms mind." 

Marts nodded, understanding "Stan-the-cat is a mountain lion. Did 
you know that in China they trained Siberian tigers to — ” 

“Let's talk about it later.” Smith was not as confident of their safety 
as he had told Marts “Can sou trv again to find out svhether Sophia 
made or received special phone calls’ .And also locate Bill Griffin?” 

“Prccisels what 1 intended .All 1 need do is tie into my ossn main- 
frame and software If sour friend's equipment isn’t as primitive as his 
ehniee of location. I’ll be up and running in minutes." 

"No one can do it better " Smith patted his shoulder and backed 
asvas. watching him hunch farther and farther over the keyboard as he 
entered the computer world that svas all his own. 

Marts muttered to himself. “How could this pipsqueak machine have 
so much power’’ \\ ell. no matter Things arc surelv looking up.” 

Smith found Peter Howell sitting before a fireplace, cleaning a black 
metal submachine gun Beside him. a roaring fire licked and spat orange 
flames It was a homes picture, except for the military sveapon in the 
Englishman's hands 

Howell spoke without looking up “Take a chair. That old leather one 
is comfortable Bought it from mv club svhen 1 sasv I’d become some- 
thing of a liability at home and that it might be wise to do a bunk to 
svhcrc 1 was less knosvii and could svatch ms back better.” 

•A shade under six feet. HosscU svas almost too lean under the dark 
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Wuc-giccn plaid flannel shirt and hca\7 khaki British army trousers he 
wore stuffed into black combat boots. Mis narrow face had the color 
and texture of leather dried out by years of wind and sun. It was so 
deeply lined his eyes seemed sunk in ravines. The eyes were sharp but 
guarded. Mis thick black hair was nearly all gray, and his hands were 
cursed brown claws. 

“Tell me about this friend of yours — Marty. 

)on Smith sank into the chair and touched the high points of his 
and Marty's growing up together, the difficulties of Marty’s young life, 
and the discovery that he had Asperger’s syndrome. “It changed ever)'- 
thing for him. The drugs gave him independence. With them, he could 
make himself sit through classes and then do the spade-and-shovel work 
necessary to get two Ph.D.s. Wflicn he’s medicated, he can do the bor- 
ing, nitty-gritty things that arc necessary to survive. He changes light- 
bulbs, docs his laundry, and cooks. Of course, he has plenty of money 
to hire people to do those things, but strangers make him ncrv'ous. He 
has to take the medicine anyway, so why not take care of himself?” 

“Can’t say I blame him. You said his medication was wearing off?” 

“Yes. One way to tell is he talks in exclamation points, just as you 
heard. Me lectures and enthuses and seldom sleeps and drives ever^^onc 
nuts. If he stays off too long, he can zoom into never-never land and 
be so out of control he’s dangerous to himself and maybe to others.” 

Howell shook his head. “1 feel sorry for the young fellow, don’t get 
me wToirg." 

Smith chuckled. ‘Tou’vc got it reversed. Marty feels sorry' for you. 
And for me. Actually, he pities us, because we can never know what he 
knows. We can’t conceptualize what he understands. It’s everyone’s loss 
(hat he's isolated himself to concentrate strictly on his computer inter- 
ests. although from what 1 understand of what he’s doing, other com- 
puter experts consult him from around the World. But never in person. 
.'Mway.s by F,-inail.” 

Howell conlmucd to clean his weapon— a Heckler &' Koch MP5, as 



Iftlul as It looked He said. “But if he’s mechanical and slow when he’s 
on the drugs, and gaga when he’s off, how docs he manage to get any- 
thing aceomplishcd?" 

“Tliat s the trick He's learned to let himself go beyond the stage 
where the meds are working but not quite into the state where he's 
flung high and wild He'll base a few hours a das in that in-bctivcen 
condition, and that's heaven for him New ideas seize him with lightning 
speed He’s sharp, incisue. quick, and half out-of-control cs'ciy minute. 
He s unbeatable " 

HowcH's cteuced face looked up from the weapon. His pale eyes 
flickered "Unbeatable at computers, is he? Well, now. That’s something 
else .igain ” I Ic returned to the 1 l&'K submachine gun. It had been the 
weapon of choice of the British Special Air Service some years ago and 
probahlv was still 

'"i’ou alwavs clean a gun when sou have visitors?" Smith closed his 
eves, resting after the long drive from San Francisco. 

Howell snorted "You ever read Dovle's The White Company? Quite 
good, actiialK \lucli more interesting to me as a bov than Sherlock 
\ Holmes { )dd about that The bov 's the father of the man and all that." 
He appeared to think about bovs and men for a moment before con- 
tinuing ■■\niw.iv, there s an old bowman in the book — Black Simon. 
One nioriims the hero asks him win he's sharpening his sword to a 
razor s edge, siuic the toinpanv doesn’t expect anv action. Black Simon 
tells him lie dreamed of a red cow the nights before the major battles 
of Creev and Poitiers, and last night he again dreamed of a red cow. So 
he was getting prepared Of course, later that day, just as Simon ex- 
pected, the Spanish attacked 

Smith chuckled .md opened his eves "Meaning, when I appear, you’d 
better prepare tor trouble " 

Howell s weathered face snnlcd, "Tliat's about it." 

Right as usual 1 need help, and it’s probahlv dangerous." 

“What else is an old spook and desert rat good for?" 

Smith had first met him during the boredom of Desert Shield when 
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the hospital spent even’ day preparing and waiting for action that nescr 
came. But it came to Peter Howell. Or, to be exact, Peter and the SAS 
went to it. Peter had never said exaetly where “it" had been, but one 
night Ire appeared at the hospital like a ghost who had arisen out of the 
sand itself, lie had a high fever and was kitten-weak. Some doctors 
swore they had a heard a helicopter or a small land vehicle elosc by in 
the desert that night, but no one svas sure. How he had arrived or who 
had brought him remained a mystery. 

Smith rcali7cd instantly the unknown patient wearing British desert 
camos without rank or unit markings had been bitten by a venomous 
reptile. He had saved Peter's life ssith immediate treatment. In the fol- 
lowing days, as Peter recovered, they came to know and respect each 
other. Tlial was when Smith learned his name was Maj. Peter Howell, 
Special Air Service, and that he had been deep inside Iraq on some 
unnamed mission. That was all Peter would ever say. Since he was ob- 
viously far too old to be a normal SAS trooper, there had to be more 
to the stoiy, but it was years before Smith gleaned the rest, and even 
then it remained hazy. 

Simply pul, Peter was one of those restless and reckless Brits who 
seemed to pop up in every conflict of the last two centuries, small or 
large, on one side or the other. Educated at both Cambridge and Sand- 
hurst, a linguist and adventurer, he had joined the SAS in Vietnam days. 
When the action faded, he volunteered for M16 and foreign intelligence. 
He had worked for one or the other ever since, depending on whether 
the wars were hot or cold, and sometimes for both at once. Until he 
grew too old for one, and outlived his usefulness to the other. 

Now he had found a well-deserved retirement on the remote and 
sparsely populated eastern side of the Sierras. Or so it appeared. Smith 
had a suspicion his “retirement" was as murky as the rest of his life. 

Now that Smith was AW'OL, he needed the kind of help the SAS 

and Mir, could give. “I have to get into Iraq, Peter. Secretlv, but with 
contacts." 

Howell began to reassemble the H&K. “Tlrat's not dangerous, my 
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Howell smoVed. “Tlicn 1 better get cracking. I’ll arrange all tbc pro- 
tection 1 can. 1 wish 1 could go, too, but I’d be a liability. They know 
me too well in Iraq, you see.” 

“It's better 1 go alone. I’ve got a job for you here anyavay.” 

Howell brightened. “Do tell? Well, 1 was becoming a trifle bored. 
Feeding Stanley has its limits as excitement.” 

“Another thing,” Smith added. "Marty has to have his meds, or he’ll 
soon be useless. I can give you the empty bottles, but we can’t contact 
his doctor in Washington.” 

Howell took the bottles and vanished into the hall and on past the 
room where Marty raved. Smith sat alone, listening to Marty. Outdoors 
the wind blew through the majestic ponderosa pines. It was a comfort- 
ing sound, as if the earth were breathing. He let himself relax wearily 
into the chair. He cut off his grief for Sophia and his feelings of wony 
and all the tension of whether he could find what he needed in Iraq, 
and whether he would sursave if he did. If anyone could get him into 
that brutalized country, it was Peter. He was sure answers were there 
somewhere — if not among those who had died from the virus last year, 
then among those who had sursnved. 


5:05 P.M. 

Washington, D.C. 

In the single large room of Marty Zcllerbach’s disordered bungalow 
off Dupont Circle, computer expert Xas-icr Becker w-atched in fascina- 
tion as Zcllctbach, accessing his huge Cray mainframe from some re- 
mote PC, probed through the computers of the telephone company 
mth the delicate skill of a surgeon. 

Xavier iiad never seen anything like the scarch-and-cracking software 
ZcllcrKich had created. Tire sheer beauty and grace of the man’s work 
almost m.adc him forget what he was there for. 

It vsas all he could do to keep one step ahead of Zellerbach'as he 
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42 I’.M. 

ear Lee Vining, 
iigh Sienas, California 

Smith stepped into the computer room, and Marty’s frustration 
cctcd him like an atomic blast. "Zounds, zounds, zounds! Wliere are 
ru, you chimera! No one defeats Marty Zellerbach, you hear? Oh, I 
now you’re there! Fuck and damn and — ” 

"Mart?” Smith had never heard him swear. It must be another sign 
c was going over the edge. "Mart! Stop it. What’s going on?” 

Marty went on swearing. He pounded the console, unaware Smith 
,as speaking or that he was even in the room. 

“Marl!" Smith grabbed his shoulder. 

Marty whirled like a wild animal, teeth bared. And saw Smith. He 
uddcnly collapsed in upon himself, drooping limp in his chair. He 
tared up with anguish. “Nothing! Nothing. I’ve found nothing. Noth- 
ng!” 

"’nral’s okay, Marty,” Smith said in a soothing voice. “WTiat didn’t 
ou find? Bill Griffin’s address?" 

"Not a trace. 1 was so close, Jon. Tlien nothing. Tire phone calls, too. 
I’m in my computer, using my own software. Just another step. It’s 
there, I know it! So close — " 

"Wc knew it was a long shot. WTiat about the virus? Anything new 
at Fort Dctrick?" 

"Oh. 1 had that in minutes. Officially, there have now been fifteen 
dentils and three sumvals here in America.” 

Smith jerked alert. "More deaths? W^iere? And survivors? How? 
Wiat kind of treatment?" 

No details. Had to break through a brand-new security wall to find 
what 1 did. ’Hie Pentagon has all its data shut down, except to me.” He 
chortled. "No mfomiation to the public except through the militar)-.” 

"Tlinfs why we didn’t hear about the sun-ivors. Can you locate 
them?" 


195 
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“1 low long. Mart?” Smith repeated tensely. 

Martv came out of his thrilled trance. He blinked and checked the 
lime on the screen. “An hour, perhaps hvo. But it’s fine. I’m using a 
scries of relays all over the world, just as we’re supposed to. Besides, it’s 
my own computer. 1 — ” 

Smith swore. “They know where your computer is! They could be in 
your bungalow right now, inside your computer, teasing you on! Was the 
trail through the telephone company there the first time you cracked in?’’ 

"licck, no! 1 located a svholc new path. I found a new one for Bill 
Griffin, too, but that led nowhere. This one in the phone company keeps 
opening up to new avenues. I know I can — ” 

Peter Hosvcll’s voice was crisp. "Do they have people in California?’’ 

“I’d bet the farm on it," Smith told him. 

"His mods arc on the ssay.” Howell spun on his heel. “Your killers 
can trace the phone line to Lee Vining and to me. Not mv real name, 
of course. Tlicjll have to locate the cabin, get out here, find the road, 
and reach us. I'd say an hour at worst. With luck two. We’d be msc to 
be away in lc,ss than one." 
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sivc vine-, ardi and a wodd-reno'saied v-inen' in the Maipo Valley, sat on 
the hoards of h.vo minins companies and in the Chilean parliament, 
and had been a cabinet minister and would be again. But like all women, 
she demanded too much of his time and sooner or later would insist 
on marriage. None understood he did not need or want a companion. 

“So?" She continued to observe from where she reclined on the bed. 
“No promises? One woman is the same as another. We are all a nui- 
s.ince. Victor can love only Victor." 

Tremont found himself annoyed. “I wouldn’t say — 

"No," she interrupted, “that would require for you to understand.” 
She sat up on the bed, swung her long legs over the edge, and stood. 

“I think ! am tired of you. Dr. Tremont." 

11c stopped adjusting his black tie and watched in disbelief as she 
strode to her clothes and dressed without looking at him again. A surge 
of unexpected anger took hold of him. did she think she was? 
Such disgusting arrogance. With a powerful effort he repressed his rage. 
He relumed to arranging his tie and smiled at her in the mirror. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, my dear. Go and have a cocktail. Put on that 
green evening gown that makes you look so wunderful. I'll meet you at 
lx Chcv.al in an hour. Two at the most.” 

Dressed in the black Armani suit that made her red hair flame, she 
laughed. "You arc such a sad man, Victor. And such a fool.” 

Before he could respond, she had walked out of the bedroom, still 
laiiglu’ng. 

lie heard the outer suite door slam. 

Ilagc swept down over him like a mountain avalanche, and he felt 
himself actually shake. He took two swift steps toward the open bed- 
room door. No one laughed at Victor Tremont. No one! A woman. He 
would . . . would — 

His face burned as if he had a fever. His fists clenched at his sides 
as if he were still n schoolboy. 

'Ihcn he gave a short laugh. NSfliat the hell was he doing? The stupid 
wnman. 
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"And undoubtedly has no intention of killing Snaith. But he may not 

be overtly betraying us.” 

"^'ou think he still wants the money?” 

“i sec no signs that say otherwise. 

I’rcmont nodded, thinking. "Then we may be able to use him to our 
ads-anfage. All right, you deal with Jon Smith and everyone with him.” 
A plan was beginning to form in his mind. Yes, he knew' exactly what 
to do. ‘Til handle Griffin.” 


7:52 r..M. 

Tluirmont, Maryland 

Bill Griffiis smiled thinly. The white pizza delivery truek had passed 
Jon Smith’s three-story, saltbox-stylc house three times in the last two 
hours. He was inside the dark house and had been since 6:00 P.M., after 
abandoning his all-day stakeout of Fort Dctrick. The first time he had 
seen the pizza truck slow as it passed the house, it had caught his 
attention. Could it have been Jon checking to be sure the house was 
safe and unwalchcd? Tire second time, he w'as prepared w'ith his night- 
sasion binoculars and saw that the driver was not Jon. By the third time, 
he knew: One of al-llassan’s men was looking for Jon — and perhaps for 
him, too. 

Griffin knew the Arab had been suspicious ever since Rock Creek 
park, but .al-Hassan would not expect Griffin to be w'aiting inside the 
house, Griffin had been careful to leave no indications he was there. 
His car ss-as hidden in the garage of an empty house three blocks away, 
and he I>ad entered Jon’s place by picking the lock on the back door. 
Since Jon had returned to neither Dctrick nor Thurmont, Griffin was 
Iscginning to tliink he would not. Had al-Hassan already killed him? No, 
otbcrssisc ai-Ifassan would not be sending men to look for cither Jon or 
Griffin. 
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And’" Nancv Petrelli demanded at last. 

ASTiat did the goddamned board say?” General Salonen sranted to 
tnou 

\ icfor T remont smiled broadU "lliev jumped on the Hades Project 
like j dog on a bone ' He gazed around the room at the relieved faces. 
Aou could sec the dollar signs flash in their eyes. 1 thought I was in 
Ijs \cgas, and thes were slot machines ” 

"No qualms’” Congressman Sloat asked “VVe don’t have to worry 
■bout second thoughts’ Bad consciences’” 

Tremont shook his head "Remember, wc hand-picked all of them. 
\ c pooled our sources so we could choose for background, interest, and 
isk tolerance ' ihs biggest problem had been getting the names past 
ialdanc so thes could be proposed and voted onto the board while old 
neinbers retired or their terms expired "Of course, now the question 
s whether wc ludged them accuratcU " 

"ObMoush wc did." Congressman Sloat said with satisfaction. 
"f'.xjctK. rrcmoiit >aid "Oh. thci were a little green around the 
’ills wlicn I laid out the possible deaths without our serum, and all the 
hath' that will unasoidahk occur before it is approved for use on hu- 
u.iiis But 1 c sphiuicd that on the other hand the virus wasn’t a hundred 
xrcciit t.it.il without treatment, and thes realized the deaths svould 
rvtrap.ii.itt. mto not much more than a million or so worldsside if the 
’oscnimcnl .iceepts our scrum quickls 

Nancs l\ trclli eser the pessimist, said, "z\nd if the gos'cmment rvon’t 
>as our price .if all’' 

\ hcass silence dropped like a dark shroud over the small room.They 
ooked unc.isih ,i\cj\ toim the IlliS sccrctan. It was a question that 
lad been on all iheir minds 

\h, well. ! icinoiit said, "wc kness that risk from the start. It 'vas 
the gamble sse took to make the billions we re going to. But 1 doubt 
our gosernmeot or aiis other gosernment ssill see another choice. If they 
don t bus the scrum, an assful lot of their people are going to die cs’Cty- 
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General Caspar nodded appreciatively. dares, wins.” 

"Ah, yes. The motto of the SAS." Tremont nodded recognition to 
the general and added drily. But I d like to think we take our risks for 
much larger and more realistic rewards than a few medals and a pat on 
the back from the queen, eh?” 

Tremont swung his leg as he watched the four nTestle nath the enor- 
mity of it. Conscience makes cowards of us all. Shakespeare’s words, or 
close enough, echoed through his mind. But screu’ your courage to the 
slicking point, we shall not fail But it was not courage or Shakespeare 
that had made them accept the risk of the potential slaughter. Not at 
the beginning of the twenty-first century'. It was power and wealth. 

General Salonen said bluntly, “But none of us or our families rvill 
die. We have the serum.” 

They had all thought it, but only Salonen had the bravery or perhaps 
the insensitivity to say it. Tremont continued to wait. 

“How long until it begins?” Nancy Petrelli asked. 

Tremont considered. ‘Td say in three or four days the reality of a 
pandemic will strike the global conscience like a bolt of lightning.” 

There was a murmur, \^'^^ether it was pity or greed it was hard 
to tell. * 

“\\Tien it does,” Tremont continued, “I want each of you to em- 
phasize the danger to humanity. Hit the panic buttons. Then we make 
our announcement of the semm.” 

“And ride to the rescue.” General Caspar gave a coarse laugh. 

All their doubts vanished as the four conspirators united in their 
vision of the goal they had dreamed of for so long. It was close. Very 
close. Just on the other side of the horizon. For the moment, any fear 
of an opposition, of Bill Griffin’s potential treachery', or of Jonathan 
Smith’s determined investigation flew from their minds. 

“Beautiful," someone breathed. 
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“Your control room?” Jon asked Peter. 

“Right.” Peter nodded. "Good to keep busy.” 

It was more than any one private citizen should or could have. 
Obviously, Peter Howell was still working tor somebody. 

Mart)' rushed toward the computer installation. “I kmew your PC had 
far too much power to be ordinar)'. It must be connected to this Goliath. 
It’s gorgeous! I want maps like yours for my bungalow. You’re monitoring 
actiHties in these countries, aren’t you? Are you linked directly to cen- 
ters in each one? You must show me what you’re doing. How the maps 
arc linked. How — ” 

"Not now. Mart.” Jon tried to be patient. “We’re on our way out. 
We’re evacuating, remember?” 

Marty’s face fell. "What’s so important about leaving? I want to live 
in this room.” The sullen expression vanished. His round face was as 
alight as the maps above. “That’s what I’m going to dol It's perfect. 
The whole world will come to me here. I’ll never have to leave or — ” 
“We’re leaving right now,” Jon said firmly, pushing him toward the 
door. ‘Tou could help us load, okay?” 

"As long as we’re here. I’ll take my files.” Peter grabbed a stack of 
brown files from the top of the free-standing cabinet. As he walked out 
the door, he pressed a finger against the frame. Jon heard a quiet click. 
‘You two take what food you like from the kitchen to tide us over a 
day or so. We’ll need weapons and ammo, and the whiskey, of course.” 

Jon nodded. “AVe have things in our car, too. How the hell do we 
carry it all?” 

“Ah, trust me." 

A low crooning sound came from the control room. Marty had 
slipped away from Jon and now sat in Peter’s power chair before the 
wall-sized console. He rocked from side to side, his gaze locked on the 
shifting array of lights on the transparent wall maps. He was beginning 
to understand what they all meant, how they interconnected It was 
mtriguing. He could almost feel the lights pulse in rhythm with his 
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the house. WTiile Jon packed it away, Peter vanished to make arrange- 
ments. Finally Marty moaned on the bunk and flopped one arm. At the 
same time, Jon heard the approaching engine of a low-flying aircraft. 

He pulled out his Beretta and raced into the house. 

‘‘Rela.x,” Peter told him. 

They went out front to stand together and look up at the mountain 
sk}'. A single-engine Cessna swooped low and roared over the cabin. A 
small steel tube dropped from it into the clearing. Moments later, Peter 
returned with the tube. 

“The little man’s medicine.” 

Inside the RV, Jon sat the groaning Marty up on the bunk, gave him 
a pill and a glass of water, and watched him take the drug, grumbling 
the whole time. Then he lay back without a w'ord and stared up at the 
RV’s ceiling. He rarely spoke of his affliction, but sometimes Jon caught 
him in an unguarded moment like this, staring off as if wondering what 
other people felt and thought, what a ‘normal life’ was really all about. 

Peter stuck his head inside the door. His face was grim. “We have 
company.” 

“Stay dowu. Mart.” Jon patted his friend and hurried out into the 
garage. 

Binoculars dangled from Peter’s neck. He held his cleaned H&K MP5 
in one hand, and with the other he tossed Jon the bullpup Enfield. His 
lined, perpetually tanned face had some kind of strange inner glow, as 
if who he really was — what he really liked, what made his blood 
course — had suddenly come ali\'e. 

Jon inhaled and felt the buzz of e.xcitement and fear that he used 
to crave. Perhaps the killers had arrived. And he was read)' to meet them. 
In fact, eager. 

With Peter in the lead, they loped through the house and out onto 
the front porch. They stayed hidden behind bushes that rimmed the 
porch as they studied the steel footbridge that crossed the deep ravine 
and the fi\'e figures on the far side, w'ho w'ere investigating Jon’s ren- 
tal car. 
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hold them a half hour or so. It’s a nasty climb down and up. Come on.” 

Jon chuelded' as they trotted back through the house and into the 
garage, where Marty now sat on the RV steps looking tired and rueful. 
“Hi, Jon. Was I trouble?” His words were slow. 

“You were brilliant as usual, but we’re going to have to abandon our 
clothes again. The FBI’s found us. They’ve got our car, and we’re leaving 
fast.” 

“What can I do?” 

“Get back inside and wait.” 

Jon stepped out back again. He found the Brit sitting cross-le^ed in 
the pine-needle duff under the trees. Sunlight shone through the pine 
branehes, making intricate patterns on the Englishman and the golden 
mountain lion sitting on its haunches, facing him. 

Peter spoke quietly. “Sorry, Stanley, but I’m off again. A nuisance, I 
know. So it’s back to the missus and fend for yourself for a bit. I’m 
afraid. Hold the fort until 1 return, and I’ll be back before you can say 
Bob’s your uncle.” 

The big solemn cat, his tail Ijmg quiet, had fixed its yellow eyes on 
Peter. It almost seemed- to Jon the cat actually understood the words. 
Whatever it was — words or tone or body language — the cougar stepped 
close, reached out its neck, and gently nudged Peter on the nose. 

“Good-bye, boy.” Peter nudged back. 

He stood. They exchanged a look, and the cat turned and bounded 
lightly off into the trees. Peter headed toward Jon. 

‘AVill he be okay?” Jon wondered. “Can he survive alone?” 

Stan s only partly trained, Jon. Not tame. I’m not sure any cat is 
actually tame, but that’s a different discussion. Stanley mil tolerate and 
protect me and the cabin, but he actually lives something of a double 
life. He’s got his territory', hunts as usual, mates, and has cubs, but for 
some reason has accepted me and my spread as part of his responsibility. 
He eats the food I give him as compensation for taking time off from 
the hunt, I think, not because he needs it. He’ll be fine.” 
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virus came from, how to treat it, who has it, what they plan to do with 
it, and who killed Sophia.” 

“And how to stop them,” Peter said grimly. 

“Especially how to stop them.” Jon hung on as a deep pothole hurled 
them off their seats, shaking their bones. “Every Bio-Level Three and 
Four lab around the globe is working on the treatment, so we've got 
help there. But that still leaves the other questions. In reality, it’s 
all one big one; WTo has it? But information about any one of the 
others could lead to the final answer. I’m counting on Iraq as the best 
chance to discover where it came from and what they’re planning to do 
with it.” . 

“And the answer to who killed Sophia could also tell us the rest, 
too,” Peter decided. “My assignment, right?” 

“Yes. Yours and Marty’s.” He looked back. "You keep trying to pull 
up any missing phone calls, Matt, and locate Griffin. But hit and run 
this time. Don’t stay on the same line long. Switch routes. Those are 
two important assignments.” 

Marty’s face was guilty'. “I’m sorry, Jon.” 

“I know.” Jon paused. “We’ve got to have some way to stay in touch.” 

“The Internet,” Marty said promptly. “But not regular E-mail.” 

"Right you are,” Peter agreed. “But perhaps there’s somewhere we 
can leave a message.” 

Jon smiled. “I know — right under their noses, where they’ll never see 
it. We can use the Asperger’s syndrome Web site.” 

Marty nodded enthusiastically. “That’s great, Jon. Perfect.” 

They continued to discuss the site’s Web ring and what kind of 
coded messages to leave until Peter suddenly shouted: “Hold fast! Bo- 
gies at ten o’clock!” 

The gave a srild lurch to the right, swaying so far over for a second 
it rode on hvo wheels. A s’olley of shots exploded from the forest. Glass 
flew and metal- ripped at the back of the RV. Marty cried out. 

Mart? Jon looked back. 
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Jon watched the bvo pursuing attackers, who were trying to short- 
eut the road by sprinting among the trees. “They’re getting elose!” 

Peter gave the mnning men a quick glance. The ravine made a sud- 
den sharp turn away, and he angled the RV out of the trees and onto 
the road onee more. With a relieved grin, he jerked the clumsy vehicle 
around and roared away down the dirt road, kicking up clouds of dust. 

A final fusillade rang out, and bullets slashed through the trees 
around the fleeing vehicle. Jon forced himself to take a long breath and 
relax his hands on his weapon. He checked the side-view mirror: The 
two men had been joined by a third, and they stood angry' and frus- 
trated, their weapons dangling at their sides, in the center of the dusty 
road. 

Jon recognized the short, burly man who had joined the first two. 
“It’s them,” he said angrily. “The people who’ve been trying to kill 
me.” He looked at Peter. “There’ll be more of them somewhere.” 

“Of course." Peter studied the rough road as the vehicle continued 
to shake and bounce. “Evasive strategy, 1 should say. Knowledge of the 
terrain. Trust the enemy to overrate the element of surprise.” 

Jon climbed back to Marty, hanging on to anything he could hold. 
But this time Marty n’as right — the flesh wound in his left leg was 
superficial. Jon applied antibiotic and a bandage. One of the RV’s win- 
dows had been shot out and the outer shell ripped with bullet holes in 
three places, but nothing had penetrated, and nothing important was 
damaged, especially not the computer that was part of Peter’s standard 
equipment. 

He rejoined Peter up front, and five minutes later heard the sound 
of traffic. 

“Wflrat do you think?” He scrutinized the dirt road ahead as it wound 
dow-n among the trees. “Will they be waiting where we join the high- 
way?” 

“Or sooner. Let’s disappoint them.” Peter smiled his almost dreamy 
smile. 

Ahead was a track that led off from the road to the left. Even nar- 


rouit tivin thf r(ud the\ tr.nded, even more deeply rutted, it was or 
hhIks wider ^han the R\' But it was a road, not a trail. 

Peter evpljined, ‘ Fire road Forest’s full of them. Unmarked on ai 
ni.ipv hut the torestrv serviee’s and the fire district’s." 

"Were taking it’’' |<iii asked 

1 he seeiiK route " With a short smile, Peter swung the RVonto it. 
Pine hranehes hriuhcd and scraped against the RV’s metal sides. T1 
noise was endless and unnerving, like fingers on a chalkboard. Fiftei 
Miinutes later, pist as )on was beginning to think he was going to lo 
his niiiid, he saw the end of the road 
" I his it"’" he asked Peter hopefulh 

"Whaf’ Stop this lovciv launt’’” Peter turned the vehicle onto a 
other fire road "W e re going downhill now, notice? Won’t be long,” 1 
said eheerfullv " Butk up, lad ' 

Plus fire road was an evjuallv tight squeeze. Overhanging branch 
eontinued to sirateh tire sides as Peter pressed the RV onward. Jc 
closed ins eves and sighed, trving to keep his skin from crawling, i 
le.ist \(,Htv W.1-. not eoinpl.nning from the back But then, Matty wi 
on ho nieds 1 lunk f.od tor at least that 

Whin thiv hnallv re.iiheel the highvvav. )on sat up alertly. Pet' 
p.oi'n! till Rk .iinoni; thi trees at the blacktop’s edge. Tlic horrib 
sciatiiiin^ iiid ^ro.mini; stopped, and onlv the sound of the engine ar 
the tiatfii iii.itnil tin qniit heaiits ot the forest 

|on pierid around ' \nv sign of them"’’’ Traffic on the wide two-lai 
road in tront ot them was hiasier than he'd expected. “This isn’t 120 
t'S I hi bii; (iiie on this side Should do Sec anyone lurking' 
ion surveveii both diiietioiis “No one " 

■■('.ood Ncithir do 1 Which wav’’" 

Which w.iv gets Us to San I raneisco faster’” 

!o the right, and l>.iek on IZt) through Yosemite " 

“To the right tlieii, and 120 " 


THE HADES FACTOR 


“Going back the way we came should be the last thing they’d expect 
us to do, and all RVs look alike anj’way.” 

“Unless the ambushers read our plate.” 

“Take the plates off.” 

“Dammit, my boy. Should’ve thought of that.” Peter pulled a screw- 
driver and a set of Montana license plates from the glove compartment 
and jumped out. 

Jon grabbed his Beretta and followed. He stood watch as Peter lifted 
off the old one and screwed on a license from Montana. In the tranquil 
forest, birds sang and insects buzzed. 

Minutes later, both men returned inside. 

Marty was sitting at the computer. He looked up. “Eveiything okay?” 

“Absolutely,” Jon reassured him. 

Peter put the RV into gear and said enthusiastically, “Let’s bell the cat.” 

He rolled the lumbering vehicle onto the highway heading south. 
When the 120 intersection appeared, he turned onto it, and they 
climbed back uphill. A quarter of a mile later they passed two SU^^s 
parked along the dense forest, one on each side of the dirt road that 
led from the back of Peter’s property'. 

At one of the SUVs, a tall, pockmarked man with hooded dark eyes 
and wearing a black suit spoke into a walkie-talkie. He seemed agitated, 
and he stared up the mountainside in frustration. He hardly glanced at 
the battered RV Mth the Montana plates as it climbed up tbe highway 
toward Yosemite. 

“Arab,” Peter said. “Looks dangerous.” 

“My conclusion, too.” Jon stared at the highway traffic. His voice was 
grave. “Let’s hope I can find some answers in Iraq, and that you’ll be 
able to track Bill Griffin and find out more about Sophia’s death. Those 
erased phone calls could be critical.” 

They drove on. Peter turned on the radio. It droned news of an 
unknowing world, while the approaching darkness cast its long, ominous 
shadows over the white peaks of the high Sierras ahead. 




Part Three 




Chapter 

Twenty-Five 


8:00 P.M., Tuesday, October 21 
The White House, Washington, D.C. 

Like an.accusation, the front page of The Washington Post lay on the 
big Cabinet Room oval table where the president had left it. Although 
none of the solemn cabinet chiefs who sat around the polished table 
and none of their assistants who packed the walls looked at the news- 
paper with its banner headline, everyone was painfully aw'are of it. They 
had awakened to find their own copies lying on their doorsteps, just as 
hundreds of millions of Americans had discovered similar terrifjing 
headlines awaiting them. All day long the news had blared from their 
radios. On television, little else was discussed. 

For days scientists and the military had kept the president and high 
officials informed, but not until now, when the so-called civilized world 
seemed to erupt with the news, had the full force of the growing epi- 
demic hit home. 


DEADLY PAiXDEMIC OF UNKNOWN A1RUS SWEEPS GLOBE 
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vices, pointed out ominously. “Which doesn't mean we won’t be dev- 
astated tomorrow.” 

“No, I suppose it doesn’t,” the president agreed, a little surprised by 
the HHS secretaiy's negative tone. He had alwa\'s found her to be the 
optimisric type. Probably a measure of the terror this virus was instilling 
in people and governments. 'That alone emphasized the need for ac- 
tion — considered and meaningful action, yes, but some action, to mit- 
igate the sense of helpless panic that could freeze everj'one in its grip. 

He turned to the surgeon general. “Anvihing new on where those six 
original cases contracted the vims, Jesse? A connection among them?” 

“Aside from the fact that all were either in Desert Storm or related 
to someone who was, neither the CDC nor USAMRIID has been able 
to find anj'thing.” 

"Overseas? 

“’The same,” Surgeon General Jesse Oxnard admitted. “All the sci- 
entists agree they’re stumped. 'They can see it in their electron micro- 
scopes, but the DNA sequence information so far doesn’t offer any 
useful clues. It matches no known virus exactly, so they can only guess 
how to deal with it. They have no idea where it came from and nothing 
that’ll cure or stop it. All they can suggest are the usual methods for 
treating any viral fever and then hope the mortalit}- rate is no worse 
than the fifty' percent we had in the first six cases.” 

“At least that’s something,” the president decided. “We can mobilize 
every' medical resource in the advanced industrialized countries and 
send them all over the world. Medicines, too. Every'thing anyone needs 
or thinks they need.” 'The president nodded to Anson McCoy, secretary 
of defense. “You put the whole armed forces at Jesse’s disposal, Anse, 
every thing — transports, troops, ships, whatever it takes.” 

‘Tessir,” Anson McCoy agreed. 

“Within reason, sir,” Admiral Brose warned. “There are some nations 
that might try' to take advantage if we put too many resources into this. 
We could leave ourselves open to attack." 
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sion was palpable, and the ticking of the clock on the mantel seemec 
as loud as thunder. 

Finally, President Castilla returned his hard gaze to the HHS sec 
retary. "Let’s hear that again straight out and in fewer words, Nancy 
Someone thinks they have a cure for this thing? W'here? How?” 

Nancy Petrelli glanced with considerable animosity tow'ard her fellov 
cabinet members and the other advisers who were ready to jump on he 
again. "As I said, sir, his name is Victor Tremont. He’s CEO and chair 
man of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals, a large international biomedica 
company. He says a team at Blanchard has developed a cure against 
situs found in monkeys from South America. Animal testing has beei 
highly positive, a veterinary' use patent has been granted, and every 
thing’s under review by the FDA.” 

Surgeon General Oxnard ftow'ned. “It hasn’t been approved by thi 
FDA even for animals?” 

“Or ever tested on humans?” Secretary of Defense McCoy de 
manded. 

“No,” the HHS secretary' said, "they had no intention of using it or 
humans. Dr. Tremont thinks this unknow'n vims may be the same mon 
key sims but contracted now by humans, and I’d say — considering th( 
circumstances — rve’d be idiots not to investigate further.” 

“\\Tiy would anyone develop a cure for a monkey vims?” the secre- 
tary of commerce wanted to know. 

“To learn how to combat vimses in general. To develop mass pro- 
duction techniques for the future,” Nancy Petrelli told them. ‘Tou've 
just heard Ken and Norman say emerging vimses are an increasing dan- 
ger to the world w’itb all the access to what were once remote areas. 
Today’s monkey Hms can be tomorrow’s human epidemic. I'd say we 
can all appreciate that now, can't we? Maybe we should consider the 
possibility that a monkey'-Hms cure just might cure humans, too.” 

The hubbub empted again. 

“Too damn dangerous.” 

I think Nancy s right. We don't have a choice.” 



“Even better. We’ll put on a science-and-humility show for Jesse 
Oxnard.” 

“Be careful about it, Victor. Oxnard and a few others are suspicious. 
With the president looking for anything positive, they won’t do more 
than mutter, but give them any suggestion that something isn’t right 
and they’ll pounce.” 

“They’ll find nothing, Nancy. Trust me.” 

“WTiat about our colonel Jon Smith? Is he out of the picture? ’ 

“You can count on it.” 

“I hope so, Victor. I really hope so.” 

She clicked off and sat in the dark limo, her manicured fingers tap- 
ping rapidly against the armrest. She was excited and afraid. Excited 
that cvciy'thing appeared to be going exactly as planned, and afraid that 
something . . . some small chink they had forgotten or ignored or had 
not dealt svith , . . could go rvrong. 

In his office, Victor Tremont looked out at the distant dark shadows 
of the high Adirondacks. He had reassured Nancy Petrelli, but he was 
haring a harder time reassuring himself. After al-Hassan missed Smith 
and his two friends in the Sierras, all three had vanished. What he 
hoped was that they had gone into hiding and posed no further threat — 
that thej' were hunkered dowi, afraid for their lives. 

But Tremont could take no chances. Besides, from every piece of 
information he had been able to learn about Smith, it seemed obrious 
to him that Smith was not the type to give up. Tremont would continue 
to keep everyone watching for him. Smith’s chances of doing damage, 
or even surrawng, were not good. Tremont shook his head. For a mo- 
ment he felt a chill. A not-good chance with a man like Smith was not 
the same as no chance at all. 



Chapter 
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;02 \A1.. W ednesdax, October 22 
■aghdad, Iraq 

( )m<. cnnvkK red (Ik er.idic id ciuiuatioii, the City of Baghdad sprawled 
II .1 drx pi, nil bctuccii tin Tigris .iiid Euphrates Rivers. A metropolis of 
iiiitr.ists, it seruied to sluiddtr in the morning light. From turquoisc- 
ik' 1.1 d< iiiK, s .ind niin.irets. muez:in wailed across the rooftops of the ex- 
tie eits s.illini; tin t.nthtul to ptaset \Vomcn dressed in long ofictyas 
lided liU IiLkI. psr.iinids through the narrow byavays of the old si /17 and 
nsard the gi.issv , modern liigii-iises of the new city. 

Iliis aiieieiit eiti of imth and legend had been invaded many times 
siDss the millenni.i— 1>\ iiiltites and .\rabs, Mongols and the British — 
nd eath time it had sursised and triumphed But after a decade of 
^ S -led sanetions that long history seemed irrelevant. Life in Saddam 
lussein s shahhi Baghdad was a day-to-day struggle for the basics — 
rod, clean water, and medicine Vehicles lumbered along palm-lined 
aulcvatds Smog st.ml, the sy\cet desert air 

Jon Smith had been thinking about all this as the taxicab had rushed 
im throuch the Eras city streets Noyy as he naid off the driver, he 
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looked carefully around at a once-expensive neighborhood. No one ap- 
peared too curious. But then, he w-as dressed as a U.N. worker mth an 
official UNI. armband and a plastic identification badge snapped to his 
jacket. Also, taxis were everywhere in this grim, embattled city. Driving 
a cab was one of the few occupations most middle-class Iraqis were 
already prepared to do: They still had at least one operating family car, 
and Saddam Hussein kept the price of gas low, less than ten U.S. cents 
a liter. 

As the driver sped away, Smith surveyed the street again and warily 
strode across to what had once been the American embassy. The win- 
dows were shuttered, and the building and grounds were in disrepair. 
There was a sense of abandonment about the compound, but Jon 
pushed on through. He rang the bell. 

The United States still had a man in Baghdad, but he was Polish. In 
1991, at the end of the Gulf War, Poland assumed control of the im- 
posing American embassy on P Street Northwest. Since then, even when 
U.S. bombs and missiles fell, Polish diplomats held forth from the 
embassy, representing not only their nation’s interests in Iraq, but 
America's. From the great shuttered embassy, they handled passport 
questions, reported on local media, and occasionally passed sub-rosa 
messages between Washington and Baghdad. As in all wars, there were 
times when es’en enemies needed to communicate, which was the onlv 
reason Saddam Hussein tolerated the Poles. At any moment, the mer- 
curial Hussein could change his mind and imprison them all. 

The embassy s front door swung open to show a big man with a snub 
nose, thick gray hair, and shaggy eyebrows that were lowered over in- 
telligent browi eyes. 

He fit the description Peter had given Jon. “Jerzy Domalewski.’” 

The same. \ou must be Peter’s friend.” The door swung open wider, 
and the diplomat’s gaze took in the tall American with one sawy glance 
In his midfortics, he wore a brorvn suit that sagged as if it had gone too 
long behveen cleanings. He spoke in Polish-accented English.' ‘Come 
in. No point m making ourselves into bigger targets than we 
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pers. Iraqi dinars, Western clothing, and a badge and armband for a 
U.N. worker from Belize. )on’s cover name was Mark Bonnet. 

He had shaken his head, amazed at MI6’s thoroughness. “You’ve 
been holding out.” 

“Hell, no,” the corporal said indignantly. “Didn’t know whether you’d 
make it. No point wasting good ID on a bloody corpse.” He pumped 
Jon’s hand in farewell. "If you ever see that arse Peter Howell again, tell 
him he owes us all a whopper.” 

Now Jon sat in the former American embassy, dressed like a typical 
U.N. worker in his brown cotton slacks, short-sleeved shirt, zippered 
jacket, and the all-important U.N. armband and badge. He had money 
and additional identification in his pocket. 

"Do not take our concern personally,” Domalewski was saying as he 
continued to study the street. “You cannot blame us for not being es- 
pecially enthusiastic about helping you.” 

“Of course. But be assured — this may be the most crucial risk you’ve 
ever taken.” 

Domalewski nodded his shaggy head. "That was in the message from 
Peter. He also gave me a list of doctors and hospitals you rvished to 
visit.” The Pole turned from the window, his thick eyebrows raised. 
Again he considered the American. His old friend Peter How'ell had said 
this man was a medical doctor. But could he handle himself if violence 
struck? It was true that from his high-planed face to his broad shoulders 
and trim waist, he looked more like a sniper than a healer. Domalewski 
considered himself an apt judge of people, and from ev'erj'thing he could 
see about this undercover American, perhaps Peter had been right. 

Jon asked, ‘Tou've arranged meetings?” 

“Of course. I will drive myself to some. Others you must handle 
yourself.” The diplomat’s voice became a warning; “But remember your 
U.N. credentials will be useless if you fall into the government’s hands. 
This IS a police state. Many citizens are armed, and anyone can be a 
spy. Hussein’s private police force— the Republican Guard— is as brutal 
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pouerKil as the SS and Gestapo combined. They'ie always si 
enemies of the state, dissenters, or simply someone whose lool 
not like " 

M understand thes can be random.” 

'Ah, so vou do know something about Iraq." 

'A bit ' Smith nodded grimly 

Domalewski cocked his head, continuing to appraise the Amc 
went behind his desk and pulled out a drawer. “Somctimi 
itest danger is the vers arbitrariness of it all. Violence here cru 
:artbe3t, often for no logical reason, Peter said you should have 
:k sat in an armebau next to )on and held out another U.S. 
etta 

Smith took it eagerly. "lie thinks of everything.” 

"As m\ father and i both found in our time.” 

“'rhen you've worked mth him before." 

“More than once WTiich is win 1 am doing him the favor of h< 
1 " 

He had ssondered \\b\ Domalewski had agreed. “Thanks to b( 
1 “ 

I hope sou will still thank us tomorrow or the next day. Pete 
I 111 . .Kks|uatc with the llcrctta Do not hesitate to use it if you ; 
iwin.r, leiminber am foreigner caught with a gun will be arres 
'I appaci.itt the warning I plan to asoid that.” 

C,(«)d il.ise sou beard about the Justice Detention Center?" 
“Sons , no '■ 

Domalewski s soiee dropped, and horror infused his words. "Tl 
-■nee of the detention eenter was confirmed just recently. It 
ncs deep into the ground Imagine that — no windows for the ' 
look in. no exterior walls for the erics of the tormented to be 1 
ougir. and no hope of eseape Iraqi mihtarv intelligence built it i 
hospital near the .il-R,ishid militan camp south of here. Tlic 
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entire floor of torture and execution chambers reserved for them. Other 
prisoners can be sent to a level where they offieially do not exist. They 
cannot be asked about. Their names cannot even be mentioned. Those 
sad creatures are disappeared and lost forever. But for me, the worst 
part of the underground building . . . the most grisly and somehow sav- 
age ... is on the bottom floor. There Saddam has not only dungeons 
but an appalling fifty'-hvo gallows.” 

Jon repressed a shudder. “Good God. Fifty-two gallows? Mass exe- 
cutions. He hangs fift)'-two at a time? The whole place sounds like a 
piece of hell. The man’s an animal!” 

"Exactly. Remember, it is better to use the gun than to be caught 
Mth it. At best, the confusion might give you a chance.” He hesitated. 
He clasped his hands and looked up at Jon, his eyes dark with concern. 
‘Tou are undercover, unofficial, and unprotected. Oh, yes, they would 
arrest you, and, if you were very lucky, they would kill you quickly.” 

“I understand.” 

“If you still uish to proceed, you have a lot of territory to cover today. 
We must leave immediately.” 

For a brief hallucinogenic moment, in his mind Smith saw Sophia’s 
tortured face as she fought to live. The glistening sweat on her flushed 
cheeks . . . her silk)' hair matted dow’n . . . her quivering fingers desper- 
ately reaching for her throat as she tried to breathe. Her pain had been 
excmciating. 

As he studied the grave face of Domalewski, what he was really think- 
ing about was the only woman he had ever loved and her terrible, in- 
explicable, needless, criminal death. For Sophia, he could handle 
an)1;hing. Even Iraq and Saddam Hussein. 

He stood up. “Let’s go.” 
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Chapter 

Twenty-Seven 


10:05 A.M. 

Baghdad 

Alone in the backseat of tlie American embassy’s only operating lim- 
ousine, )on looked out on the bustling city and noted with disgust one 
V consistent feature — the photographs of Saddam Musscin. From tower- 
ing billboards to wall-size posters to framed pictures in dingr’ storefront 
windows, Hussein with his thick black mustache and toothy smile was 
everywhere. Cradling a child. Heroically facing off against America’s new 
president. Leading a family gathering or a businessmen's group. Proudly 
saluting goose-stepping troops. 

In this oncc-legendary land of learning and culture, Hussein’s stecl- 
fisted rule was stronger than ever. He had turned his nation’s state of 
war into the basis of his power, and the WTctchedncss of his people into 
patriotic pride. WTiilc he blamed the U.N.’s embargo — "al-bissar" — for 
causing a million of his people to die of malnutrition, he and liis cronies 
had grown shamelessly fat and rich. 

Jonathan’s disgust only deepened when they reached the elegant ]a- 
diriya suburb, where many of I lusscin's courtiers, svcopliants, and war 
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tailpipe.” 

Smirli gave a brief sniile, “I understaricL” 

The gracefdl buildins housed the ofEces- of Dr. Hussein: ffurriT. a 
prominent internist. Smith stepped out mto the ri-mm sunshine, Icofed 
vvarilv around, and strode through a tine of dare palms to^rd the caned 
wood door. Inside, the wafting room was coot and empty. Smith tcoh 
in the rich ni£S. draperies, and upholstered furniture. He studied the 
dosed doors, wonderina how safe he nns and whether he would End 
answers here. Despite the doctor's apparent afnuence. he was not doing 
as wdl as he might. Iraq's economfc isotatiQn showed in srxmT wavs. 
The draperies were faded and the Eumiture worn. The magazines on 
the side tables were Eve and ten years old. 

One of the doors opened, and the dactar appeared. Ke was a man 
of medhim height, in. his early fifties, with a sw-arthy compic-xicr: and 
nervous, darting eyes. He wore a wdrite medical coat over pressed gray 


235 


trousers. And he was alone. No nurse. No receptionist. Ohsnously h 
had timed Smith’s appointment to make certain no one would wit 
ness it. 

“Dr. Kamil.” Jon introduced himself by the fake name on his U.b 
papers — Mark Bonnet. 

The doctor inclined his head politely, but his voice svas low am 
uneasy. ‘Tou have your bona fides?” He spoke English with a Britisl 
upper-class accent. 

Jon handed over the forged U.N. identification. Dr. Kamil had bcci 
told Jon was part of a worldwide team investigating a new virus. Th 
doctor led him into an examination room where he studied the creden 
tials as carefully as he would evidence of cancer. 

As he waited, Jon looked around — white walls, chromed cquipmcnl 
two wood stools, and a table painted white where the short stubs o 
pencils lay in a pottery bowl. The medical equipment showed the effect 
of years of use without replacement. Everything was clean and shin) 
but there were empty stands where test tubes should be waiting. Tlv 
white cloth that covered the examination table was thin and eaten witl 
tiny holes. Some of the equipment was very out of date. That wouli 
not be the only problem this doctor — all the doctors of Iraq — faced 
Domalewski had said many were graduates of the world’s finest medical 
schools and continued to provide good diagnoses, but their patients had 
to find their owr drugs. Medicine was available mostly on the black 
market and not for dinars. Only for U.S. dollars. Even the elite had 
trouble, although they were willing to pay astronomical sums. 

Finally the doctor returned the paperwork. He did not invite Jon to 
sit, and he did not sit himself. Tlicy stood in the middle of the spartan, 
run-dowTi room and conversed, two suspicious strangers. 

Tire doctor said, ‘T\Tiat exactly is it you wish to know?" 

“You agreed to talk to me. Doctor. 1 assume you know what you 
wanted to say.” 

'Tlie doctor svaved that off. “1 cannot be too careful. 1 am close to 
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our great leader. Many members of the Re\’olutionar}' Council are my 
patients.” 

Jon eyed him. He looked like a man with a secret. The question was 
whether Smith could find some way to convince him to reveal it. “Still, 
something’s bothering you. Dr. Kamil. A medical matter, I’d say. I’m 
sure it has nothing to do with Saddam or the w'ar, so it should be no 
danger to either of us to discuss it a moment. Perhaps,” he said care- 
fully, “it’s the deaths from an unknown virus.” 

Dr. Kamil chew-ed on his lower lip. His ebony eyes w'ere troubled. He 
glanced almost pleadingly around as if he feared the w'alls themselves 
w'ould betray him. But he was also an educated man. So he sighed and 
admitted, “A year ago I treated a patient w'ho died of sudden acute 
respirator)' distress syndrome with hemorrhaging from the lungs. He had 
contracted what appeared to be a heavy cold two weeks before the 
ARDS." 

Jon repressed excitement. They were the same symptoms as the vic- 
tims in the United States. “Was he a veteran of Desert Storm?" 

The doctor’s eyes radiated fear. “Do not say that!” he whispered. “He 
had the honor of fighting with the Republican Guard during the Glo- 
rious War of Unification!” 

“Any chance his death resulted from biological warfare agents? We 
know Saddam had them.” 

“That is a lie! Our great leader would never permit such weapons. If 
there were any, they were brought in by the enemy." 

“Then could his death hav'e been caused by the enem)'’s biological 
agents?” 

“No. Not at all.” 

“But )’Our patient w'as infected sometime during the war?” 

The doctor nodded. His swarthy face was anxious. “He was an old 
family friend, you see. I gave him a complete ph)’sical every year of his 
life. You can nev'er be too careful about health in a backward nation 
such as ours.” Tire fearful eyes sw'ept the room; he had insulted his 


countr)-. “Not long after he returned to his normal life he began to show 
many symptoms of minor infections that failed to respond to normal 
treatment but disappeared anyw-ay. Over the years, he had increasing 
fevers and brief flulike episodes. Tlren he developed the heasy cold and 
died abruptly." 

“Were there other deaths in Iraq from the virus then?” 

“^■■es. Two more here in Baghdad.” 

"Also veterans from the vrar?” 

"So I have been told.” 

“AVas anyone cured?" 

Dr. Kamil crossed his arms and nodded miserably. “1 have heard 
mmors.” He did not look at Jon. “But in my opinion, those patients 
simply survived their ARDS. Other than untreated r.ibics virus, no vims 
kills one hundred percent. Not even Ebola.” 

“llow many sunived?” 

"Tlircc,” 

Tlrrce and three again. The evidence was piling up, and Jon fought 
back both his excitement and his horror. He was uncovering information 
that pointed more and more to an experiment using human guinea pigs. 
"Wlicrc arc the survivors?" 

At that, tlic frightened doctor stepped back. “No more! 1 do not want 
you going elsewhere and having survivor data traced back to me." He 
yanked open the door of the examination room and pointed at another 
door .across the halluay. “Co. Leave!" 

Jon did not move. “Something made you want to tell me. Doctor. 
And it’s not three dead men " 

For a moment the doctor looked as if he could jump out of his skin. 
“Not another word! Nothing! Leave here! I do not belics'C you arc from 
Belize or from the U.N.!” His voice rose. "One phone call to the au- 
thorities and — ” 

Jon s tension escalated. The terrified doctor looked as if he might 
explode, and Jon could not take the chance tliat he would be trapped 
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in the consequences. He slipped out the side door and along an alley. 
With relief, he saw the embassy limousine still waited. 


In his office, Dr. Hussein Kamil shook with fear and anger. He was 
furious to have put himself in this position, and he was afraid he would 
be caught. At the same time, this wretched situation offered an oppor- 
tunit}’, if he dared take it. 

He bowed his head, crossed his arms, and tried to quiet his tremors. 
He had a large family to support, and his countiy was disintegrating as 
he watched. He had the future to think of. He was tired of being poor 
in a land where plenty was to be had. 

At last he picked up the phone. But it was not the authorities he 
dialed. 

He inhaled. ‘Tes, Dr. Kamil here. You contacted me about a certain 
man.” He steadied his voice. “He has just left my office. He carries the 
credentials of a U.N. employee from Belize. The name is Mark Bonnet. 
However, I feel certain he is the one you asked me to watch for. Yes, 
the viras from the Glorious War of Unification. . . . That was w'hat he 
asked about. No, he did not say w'here he was going. But he was very 
interested in the survivors. Of course. I am most grateful. I wall expect 
the money and the antibiotics tomorrow.” 

He dropped the receiver into its cradle and fell into his chair. He 
sighed and felt better. So much better that he allowed himself a faint 
smile. The risk was high, but the payoff w-as, with luck, more than worth 
it. By making this one call, he was about to become a rarity in Baghdad: 
He would have his own private supply of antibiotics. 

He mbbed his hands. Optimism coursed through his veins. 

The rich would crawl to him when they or their children fell ill- They 
n’ould throw money at him. Not dinars, which were useless in this be- 
nighted land in which he had been imprisoned since the stupid Amer- 
icans began their war and embargo. No, the wealthy sick nnuld shcs'iier 
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him with U.S, dollnrs. Soon he would have more than enough to pay 
for his family’s escape and a fresh life somewhere else. Ari)whcre else. 


7:01 P.M. 

Baghdad 

Night fell slowly across exotic Baghdad. A woman shrouded from 
head to toe in the ubiquitous abaya scuttled like a black spider beneath 
candlelit second stories and balconies on the narrow, cobbled street. In 
Baghdad’s sizzling summers, these overhangs provided shade to the old- 
est sections of the city. But now it was a cool October night, and a 
swath of stars showed in the narrow opening above. 

The woman glanced up only once, so concentrated was she on her 
two missions that lay ahead. She appeared old. She was terribly bent 
over, probably not only from age but malnutrition — and she canied a 
frayed canvas g}Tn bag. Besides the body-cloaking black abaya, she wore 
a traditional white pushi that covered most of her face and revealed only 
her dark eyes, which were neither properly dowmeast nor idle. 

She hurried past bay windows — mashrabiyah — rvith car\'cd-wood 
screens that allowed viewing out onto the street but not in. At last she 
turned onto a winding thoroughfare lighted by wavering antique street 
lamps and filled with the babble of voices — struggling shopkeepers des- 
perate to sell their few' wares, would-be consumers with subsistence di- 
nars, and barefoot children mnning and shouting. No one gave her more 
than a cursory glance. The place bustled in a final surge of energy as 
the traditional closing hour of 8:00 p.M. approached. 

Then a trio of Saddam Hussein’s feared Republican Guards in their 
distinctive dark-green fatigues and webbed weapon belts appeared. 

She tensed as they approached. To her left, among the row of open- 
air stands steaming in the cool night air, was a farmer hawking fresh 
fruit from the countrs’sidc. A crowd had gathered, fighting over who 
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luminous dbaya, slid into the throng, and added her voice to those 
calling for the farmer’s merchandise. 

Her heart pounded as she studied the muscular guards from the 
comers of her eyes. 

The three men stopped to watch. One made a comment, and an- 
other responded, secure in their weapons and well-fed existence. Soon 
they were laughing and sneering. 

The woman sweated as she continued to beg the farmer for fmit. 
Around her, other Iraqis glanced nervously os'cr their shoulders. WTiile 
most resumed their clamor, some slunk furtively away. 

That was when the guards chose their victim: A baker with an 
armload of bread loaves piled high, his face tucked behind to hide, 
had backed off and was skirting the crowd. The woman did not recog- 
nize him. 

With hard gazes, the trio surrounded the baker, their pistols drawn. 
One knocked away the loaves. Another crashed his gun across the 
baker’s panicked face. 

Hidden in the woman’s canvas bag was a gun. Every fiber of her 
wanted to pull it out and kill the brutal guards. Hidden by her pusht, 
her face flushed with rage. She bit her lip. She wanted desperately 
to act. 

But she had work to do. She must not be noticed. 

There was an abmpt hush on the busy street. As the baker fell, people 
averted their gazes and moved away. Bad things happened to anyone 
who attracted the attention of the mercurial guards. Blood poured from 
the fallen man’s face, and he screamed. Sickened, the woman watched 
hvo of the guards grab his arms and drag him off. He had been publicly 
arrested, or perhaps he was simply being harassed. There was no way to 
know. His family would use whatever clout they had to try to free him. 

A full minute passed. Like the lull before a sudden desert storm, 
the night air seemed hcasy and ominous. There was little relief know- 
ing the volatile guards had chosen someone else. Next time, it could 
be you. ^ 
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But life went on. Sound returned to the winding street. People reap- 
peared. The farmer took the money from the woman’s palm and left an 
orange. With a shiver, she dropped it next to the gun in her canvas 
gym bag and sped off, uneasily scanning all around while in her mind 
she still saw the terrified face of the poor baker. 

At last she turned onto Sadoun Street, a commercial thoroughfare 
with high-rises taller than all the minarets on the far bank of the Tigris. 
But this wide boulevard now contained few upscale goods and even 
fewer buyers w'ho could afford them. Of course, no tourists came to 
Baghdad anymore. WTiich was why when she finally entered the modem 
King Sargon Hotel, she found a vast emptiness. The once-magnificent 
lobby with its obsidian and chrome had been designed by Western ar- 
chitects to combine the culture of the ancient kingdoms with the most 
up-to-date conveniences of the West. Now', in the shadows of poor 
lighting, it was not only scruffy but deserted. 

The tall bellman with large dark eyes and a Saddam Hussein mus- 
tache was whispering angrily to the bored desk clerk. “WHiat has the 
great leader done for us. Rashid? Tell me how the genius from Tikrit 
has destroyed the foreign devils and made us all rich. In fact, so rich 
my Ph D adorns this worn-out bellman’s suit" — he pounded his chest 
in outrage — "in a hotel where nobody comes, and my children will be 
lucky to live long enough to have no future!" 

The clerk responded gloomily, “Wc will survive, Balshazar. We al- 
ways have, and Saddam will not live forever.” 

Then they noticed the bent-over old crone standing quietly before 
them. She had arnved softly, like a puff of smoke, and for a moment 
the desk clerk felt disoriented. How could he have missed her? Fie 
stared, catching a brief glimpse of sharp black eyes over the pushi. 
Quickly she lowered her gaze in the presence of men not her Fiusband. 

He frowned. 

She made her voice humble and frightened, and she spoke in perfect 
Arabic; "A thousand pardons. I have been sent to be given the sewing 
for Sundus.” 
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With the sound of her fear, the desk clerk reco\'ered his disdain and 
rked his head toward a senace door behind him. “You should not be 
the lobby, old woman. Next time, go around to housekeeping. The 
jck is where you belong!” 

Murmuring words of apology, she dropped her head and brushed past 
be Ph.D. bellman named Balshazar. As she did, her unseen hand slid 
1 folded paper into the pocket of his frayed uniform. 

The bellman gave no indication of it. Instead, he asked the haughty 
desk clerk, ‘AVhat about the electricity? What is the schedule for its 
being turned off tomorrow?” Unconsciously he laid a protective hand 
over the pocket. 

As the woman disappeared through the sendee door, she heard the 
rise and fall of the rrien’s voices resume. Inwardly she sighed with relief: 
She had successfully completed her first mission. But the danger was 
far from over. She had one more cmcial errand. 


Chapter 

Twenty-Eight 


7:44 P.M. 

Baghdad 

A shaqj wind off the desert blew through nighttime Baghdad, 
sending home shoppers on Sheik Omar Street. Tire spicy scents of in- 
cense and cardamom were in the brisk air. Tlic sky was black, and the 
temperature was dropping. The bent old woman in the black abaya 
and face-hiding pushi who had carried the message to the King Sar- 
gon Hotel threaded among pedestrians and past pl)'svood stalls where 
used parts and Iraqi ingenuity for repair flourished. These days, many 
of the city's once comfortable middle-class manned these lowly stalls 
where everything from herbs to hot foods and used plumbing pipes 
were sold. 

As the woman approached her destination, she stared, appalled. Her 
heart thudded against her ribcage. She could not believe her eyes. 

Because the crowds had thinned, he stood out more than he would 
have under ordinary circumstances. Tall, trim, and muscular, he svas the 
only northern European on the street. He had the same dark blue eyes, 
raven-black hair, and cool, hard face she remembered with such pain 
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and anger. He was dressed casually in a \vindbreaker and browTi trousers. 
And despite the U.N. armband, she knew he was no U.N. worker. 

She would have covertly studied and analyzed him if he had been 
any European, an unusual sighting in today’s Iraq. But this man was 
not just anyone, and for a split instant she stood paralyzed in front of 
the workshop. Then she quickly continued inside. Even the most ex- 
perienced observer would have seen nothing in her manner but the 
slightest of hesitations. Yet her shock was profound. 

\\niat was he doing in Baghdad? He was the last person she expected 
or wanted to see: Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith, M.D. 


On edge, Jon surveyed the street of plywood stalls and narrow repair 
shops. He had been slipping into medical offices and the storerooms of 
clinics and hospitals all day, talking to nerv'ous doctors, nurses, and 
former medics from the war. Many had confirmed there had been six 
ARDS Hctims last year Mth the -symptoms of the deadly virus Jon was 
investigating. But none could tell him about the three survivors. 

As he strode along, he shrugged off a feeling he was being watched. 
He scmtinized the lamp-lit street \vith its faded bazaar shops and men 
in long loose shirts — gallabiyyas — who sat at scarred tables drinking 
glasses of hot tea and smoking water pipes. He kept his face casual. But 
this section of old Baghdad seemed an odd place to meet Dr. Radah 
Mahuk, the world-famous pediatric physician and surgeon. 

Still, Domalewski’s instructions had been specific. 

Jon was getting desperate. The famed pediatrician was his last hope 
for the day, and to stay in Baghdad another twenty-four hours would 
increase his danger exponentially. Any of his sources could report him 
to the Republican Guard. On the other hand, the next informant might 
be the one to tell him where the virus had originated and what bastard 


had infected the Iraqis and Sophia. 

Eveiy nerv’e on edge, he paused outside a workshop w' 
dangled from chains on either side of a low, dark dcK 


■’’aid tires 
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tire-repair shop sras where Domalewski had sent him. According to the 
diplomat, it \vas ow-ncd by a formerly well-to-do Baghdad businessman 
who was bitter because his burgeoning company had been ruined by 
Saddam Hussein’s unnecessary wars. 

The store’s seedy appearance did nothing to relieve Jon’s suspicions. 
He glanced at his watch. He was on time. With a last look around, he 
stepped inside. 

A short, balding man with rough skin and the usual thick black mus- 
tache stood behind a battered counter, reading a piece of paper. His 
thick fingers were stained with tar. Nearby, a woman wearing the usual 
fundanaentalist black robes was shopping through tires. 

"Ghassan?” Jon asked the man. 

"Not here.” Tire Iraqi answered indifferently in heavily accented En- 
glish, but the gaze that swept over Jon was shrewd. 

Jon lowered his voice and glanced back at the woman, who had 
mos'cd closer, apparently to examine a different group of tires. “1 have 
to talk to him. Farouk ai-Dubq told me he has a new Pirelli.” It was 
the coded signal Jerzy Domalewski had relayed to Jon. It should activate 
no outside interest because Ghassan’s booming company on Rashid 
Street had specialized in the best new tires from around the world, and 
everyone knew he was a connoisseur. 

Ghassan raised his brows in approval. He gave a brief smile, crumpled 
the piece of paper between his work-wom hands, and said heartily in 
much better English, "Ah, Pirelli. An excellent choice in tires. In the 
back. Come.” But as he turned to lead Jon, he muttered something in 
Arabic. 

Suddenly, the hairs on the back of Jon’s neck stood on end. He spun 
just in time to sec the woman in the long black uhaya slide like a shadow 
out the front door. 

He frowned. His gut told him something was wong. “WHio— ?” he 
began. 

But Ghassan w-as speaking urgently to him. “Please hurry. This way.” 

Tlicy ran from the empty front through a thick-curtained doorsray 
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and into a cavernous storage room with so many piles of worn-out tires 
that they nearly blocked the rear entrance. One stack reached the ced- 
ing. On the lowest mound near the room's center sat a middle-aged 
Iraqi woman cradling a baby. Fine wrinkles creviced her cheeks and high 
forehead. Her charcoal eyes focused on Jon with curiositj'. She wore a 
long print dress, a black cardigan sweater, and a white cowl WTapped . 
over her head and around her neck. But Jon’s gaze was on the moist, 
feverish face of the baby. As it whimpered, he hurried toward it. Ob- 
viously the infant was sick, and all Jon’s medical training demanded he 
help, whether or not this was a trap. 

Ghassan spoke to the woman in rapid Arabic, and Jon heard his fake 
U.N. name mentioned. The woman frowned and seemed to be asking 
questions. Before Jon could reach the child, a violent crash sounded 
from the shop’s front. Someone had kicked open the door. He froze, 
tense. Booted feet thundered, and a voice bellowed in Arabic. 

A bolt of adrenaline shot through Jon. They had been betrayed! He 
pulled out his Beretta and whirled. 

At the same time, Ghassan yanked out an old AK-47 assault rifle 
from the center of a pile of threadbare Goodyear tires and snapped, 
“Republican Guards!” He handled the AK-47 with a famfliarit)' that told 
Jon this was not the first time he had used the powerful assault rifle to 
defend himself or his store. 

Just as Jon started toward the noise, Ghassan ran in front to block 
hiiTi. Radiating hot rage, Ghassan jerked his head back at the middle- 
aged woman with the sick infant. “Get them out of here. Leave the rest 
to me. This is my business.” 

'The resolute Iraqi did not wait to see what Jon would do. Deter- 
mined, he sprang to the open archway, shoved the muzzle of his AK- 
47 through the curtain, and opened fire with a series of short bursts.. 

The sound was thunderous. The plywood walls rocked. 

Behind Smith, the woman cried out. The baby screamed. 

Beretta in hand, Jon raced back through the stacks of tires toward 
them. The woman was already up with the baby in her arms, hurrying 



toward the rear door. Suddenly a fusillade of automatic fire from the 
Front blasted into the storage room. Ghassan fell back and jumped be- 
hind a pile of tires. Blood poured from a wound on his upper arm. Joe 
pulled the woman and baby down behind a different stack of tires, 
Bullets thudded into the storage room and landed in the hard tires with 
radiating thunhs. Rubber exploded into the air. 

Behind his stack of tires, Ghassan was excitedly muttering his 
prayers: "Allah is great. Allah is just. Allah is merciful. Allah is — " 

Another burst of sholent automatic fire ripped the room. Tire woman 
ducked over the child to protect it, and Jon arched himself over both 
as wild bullets exploded bottles and jars on the shelves. Glittering shards 
of glass sprayed the storage area. Nuts, bolts, and screws that had been 
in the containers shot out like shrapnel. Somewhere an old toilet flushed 
spontaneously. 

Jon had seen this before — the stupid belief of ill-trained soldiers that 
brute firepower would subdue all opposition. The truth was, it would 
do little damage to a target entrenched or under cover. Through it all, 
Ghassan’s frenzied voice continued to pray. As gunfire erupted again, 
Jon sat back on his heels and looked worriedly down at the woman, 
whose face was white with fear. Smith patted her arm, unable to reas- 
sure her in her own language. The baby cried, distracting the woman. 
She cooed soothingly down to it. 

Abruptly, there was silence. For some reason, the Republican Guards 
were holding their fire. Then Jon knew why. Their booted footsteps 
hammered toward the curtained archsvay. They were going to rush the 
storage room. 

“Praise Allah!" Ghassan leaped excitedly up from behind his pile of 
tires. He svas grinning maniacally, and fire burned in his black eyes. 
Before Jon could stop him, he charged through the curtained doonvay, 
his AK-47 blazing. 

Screams and grunts from beyond the curtain echoed through the shop. 
The sound of scrambling and diving for cover. Then a sudden silence. 

Jon hesitated. I Ic should get the woman out of here, but maybe — 



Crouched low, instead he ran toward the curtained archway. 

Another violent fusillade burst out beyond the curtain. 

Jon hit the floor and crawled forward. As he reached the curtain, the 
barrage stopped. He held his breath and peered under the bottom of 
the dangling curtain of beads. As he did, a sin^e rifle, lihe a small voice 
in the wilderness, tore out another series of defiant bursts. Ghassan lay 
behind a comer of the shop counter. He had the Republican Guards 
pinned down. Smith felt a surge of admiration. 

Then he saw the Guards crawling through the shop to get behind 
where Ghassan held out. There were too many of them. The brave Iraqi 
could not survive much longer. Jon wanted desperately to help him. 
Maybe the two of them would be able to at least gain the time for 
everyone to escape. 

Then he heard the vehicles outside on the narrow street. 

They were bringing up reinforcements. It would be suicide. 

He loolced back at where the woman watched him. She held the baby 
and seemed to be waiting to see what decision he made. Ghassan had 
told him to save her. He was sacrificing his life not only to defend his 
business but to make certain she and the child escaped. Plus, Jon had 
a mission to complete, one that could save millions of people from a 
horrible death. Inwardly he sighed as he accepted the fact that he could 
not save Ghassan. 

Once he decided, he did not wait. As the ear-splitting sounds of 
gunshots continued, Jon yanked open the splintered rear door. The 
screams of the injured in front echoed through the bullet-riddled shop. 
He gave the woman a reassuring smile, took her hand, and peered out 
into a dark alley so narrow and deep, ev-en the wind had little room to 
blow. He tu^ed, pulling her behind, and slid out into the passageway. 

Cradling the infant close in one arm, she followed as they ran two 
doors to the left. And froze. 

Military vehicles screeched to a stop at both ends of the alley. Sol- 
diers jumped out arid pounded toward them. They were caught. 
Trapped in the Republican Guards’ snare. 


Chapter 

Twenty-Nine 


1:04 A.M., Wednesday, October 22 
Frederick, Maryland 

Specialist Four Adelc Schweik awoke with an abrupt start. Next to 
her car pulsed the sharp, unnerx'ing alarm from the sensor she had 
planted in the Russell woman’s office a half-mile away at USAMRIID. 
Instantly alert, she turned off the annoying blast, jumped from bed, 
and activated the ridco camera she had also installed in the distant 
office. 

In her dusky bedroom, she sat at her desk and stared at the monitor 
until a figure dressed in black appeared in Russell’s office. Apprehen- 
sively she studied the intruder. He — or she — looked like an alien in- 
vader, but he moved with the fluidity' of a cat, and a swift purpose that 
told Schweik he had broken into guarded buildings before. Tire figure 
wore an antiflash hood with respirator and a black flak vest. 'Ilic vest 
was state-of-the-art — it would stop cold the bullets of most pistols and 
submachine guns. 

As stiffly alert in her nightgow'n as she was in her daytime uniform, 
she stayed before the glowing screen long enough to be certain of the 
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intruder’s intention: He was conducting a thorough search of Sophia 
Russell’s office. In a rush of adrenaline she yanked off her nightgown, 
dressed in her camos, and raced out to her car. 


In a darkened RV a block from the entrance to Fort Detrick, Marty 
Zellerbach glared unhappily at his computer screen. His face was 
pinched with worry, and his soft body slumped in exaggerated despair. 
He had taken his Mideral seven hours ago, and as its effects had faded 
he had finished a brilliant program to automatically sMtch relay routes 
randomly, assuring no one could trace his electronic footprints ever 
again. 

But that achievement had not led to success in either of his two 
main objectives; Sophia Russell’s other phone calls, if they existed, re- 
mained stubbornly erased, and Bill Griffin’s tracks had been too well 
covered. 

He needed to find a creative solution, which was a challenge he 
would welcome under different circumstances. But now he was anxious. 
There was so little time, and the truth was ... he had been w'orking on 
both problems ail along, and he still had no breakthrough on either. 
Plus there was the fact that he was frightened for Jon, who had willingly 
vanished into Iraq. And — as much as he distrusted people in general — 
he had no desire to see vast quantities of them erased, which wus sure 
to be their fate if the virus w’as allow'ed to continue its rampage. 

These were the moments he had spent his life avoiding: His well- 
honed self-interest had just collided with his deepest, darkest secret. 

No one knew- he harbored a streak of altruism. He never hinted at it 
and certainly would never admit it, but he actually thought kindly of 
human babies, old people with cantankerous dispositions, and adults 
who quietly did charity' work without being paid. He also gave away his 
entire yearly trust income to a s'ariety of worthy causes around the 
world. He made plenty to cover his living expenses by solving cyber- 


problems for irrdividuals, companies, and the government, and he aluajs 
had that pleasant savings account from which he had drawn fift)’ thou- 
sand dollars for Jon. 

He sighed. He could feel the nerv’ous edginess that told him he was 
close to needing another pill. But his mind ached to escape inti 
unknown where he could be his liberated, exciting self. As he the 
that, bright colors flashed somewhere ahead on the horizon, am 
world seemed to expand in ever-larger waves of possibilities. 

This was that fertile time when he was close to losing control 
there was ever>’ reason he should. He had to figure out how to ( 
Sophia Russell’s phone logs for accuracy, and he desperately need 
find Bill Griffin. 

Now was the time! 

Relieved, he leaned back, shut his eyes, and happily launched hii 
into the starry world of his vast imagination. 

Then a cold, hard voice that seemed to come from nowhere she 
him; “Should I have been the enemy, you would be dead.” 

Marty jumped. He yelled, “Peter!” He turned. ‘Tou idiot! 
could’ve given me cardiac ancst sneaking up like that!" 

“Sitting duck,” Peter Howell grumbled and shook his head mor< 
“That’s what you are, Marty Zellerbach. Must be more alert.” Hi 
reclining in a lounge chair, still dressed in the all-black uniform i 
SAS counterterrorist commando. His gray antiflash hood lay in In' 

He had returned bom his uneventful mission inside USAMRllC 
reentered- the RV without disturbing the air. 

Marty wns too angry to play the old spy’s game. He longed fi 
this aggravation to end so he could return to his quiet bungalow v 
the most annoying event of the day was the arrival of the mail. 

His lip curled in a sneer. “Tire door was locked, you moron. Y 
nothing but a common burglar!” 

“An uncommon burglar.” Peter nodded sagely, ignoring Marty’; 

.ving glare. "If I were the usual bumbling second-story man, we wou 
be having this chat.” 
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After they had left Jon Smith at San Francisco International Airport, 
they had taken turns driving the RV cross-country, sleeping- and eating 
in it so they could make the best time. Peter had shouldered the vast 
majority of the driving and the shopping to lessen Marty s complaining. 
Plus he had had to teach Marty to drive again, which had tried his 
patience. Even now he looked at the electronics genius and was not 
quite sure how the soft little man could feel superior, since he appeared 
to be so handicapped in daily life. Besides, he was bloody irksome. 

Marty groused, "I hope to heaven you achieved better results than 1.” 

"Alas, no.” Peter's leathery face grimaced. “1 found nothing of con- 
sequence.” Once they had reached Maryland, he had decided the wisest 
course was to start at the beginning with Sophia’s lab and office, to be 
sure Jon had missed nothing. So he had parked the RV where it was 
now, donned his SAS commando gear, and slipped into Fort Detrick. 
He sighed. "Mart)', my boy. I’m afraid we’re going to need your un- 
earthly electronic skills to dig into the poor lady’s past. Can you break 
into her personnel file here at Detrick?” 

Marty brightened, raised his hands above his head, and snapped his 
fingers as if they were castanets. ‘Tou have but to ask!” Moving with 
great speed, he tapped keys, watched the monitor, and minutes later 
sat back, crossed his arms, and shot a Cheshire-cat smile at Peter. “Ta- 
dah! Personnel file for Sophia Lilian Russell, Ph.D. Got it!” 

Peter had been watching from the shadows, worrying as soon as 
Marty began talking in exclamation points. ’Thin and w-iry, he slid across 
the RV’s living room to lean over the computer monitor. 

He said quietly, "Jon thinks there was something in the deleted re- 
port you recovered from the Prince Leopold Institute that Sophia con- 
sidered important. That’s why the report svas erased and the page of 
her comments cut from her logbook.” He looked into Marty’s shining 
green eyes. "What we need is anything that could tie into that report.” 

Mart)' bounced up and down on his chair. "Not a problem! Ill print 
out the entire file.” Electric energ)' seemed to shoot from his pores, and 
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Peter clamped a hand on his shoulder. "Better take your Midcral pill, 
too. Sorry. Know you don’t like ’em. Buck up, though. WTiat we’re about 
to do is a task for the boring part of both of our brains. At least you 
can medicate yours.” 


With Sophia’s file in front of them, Peter read the Prince Leopold 
report aloud as Marty checked it against the personnel file. Marty moved 
line by line, his mind working methodically, while Peter read and reread 
the report. The Mideral was a wonder drug, and its quick-acting effect 
had slowed Marty’s speech and enabled him to sit quietly through the 
onerous task. He was acting like a courtly but gloomy gentleman. 

As dawn approached, they had still found no link between Sophia’s 
past acthities and current contacts at USAMRllD. 

"Right,” Peter acknowledged. “Take a step back. \Vlicre did she do 
her postdoc work?” 

Marty peered at the file. “University of California.” 

“WTiich one?" 

If Marty had been off his meds, he would have thro^vn up his hands 
in despair at how poorly Peter was informed. Instead he simply gave a 
shake of his head, “Berkeley, of course.” 

"Ah, yes. And they say we Brits arc snobs. Can you crack that august 
institution, or do we have to drive all the way back to the West Coast?" 

Marty raised his brows at Peter’s idea of levity. He said in a measured, 
irritatingly slow voice, “Tell me, Peter, do we dislike each other as much 
when I’m off my mods?” 

‘Tes, my boy. We certainly do,” 

With dignit)’, Marty inclined his head. “Thought so.” He sat at his 
computer, and ten minutes later Sophia’s transcript at Berkeley was in 
his hands. 

Peter read aloud the Prince Leopold report again. 

Mart}- checked the transcript. "No names that match. No fieldwork. 
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Her entire program was in human genetics, not virologv'. He sat bacl; 
and the transcript slid off his knee. It s hopeless. 

“Nonsense. As we Brits say, ‘We’ve not yet begun to fight.’ ” 

Marty frowned. “That w-as John Paul Jones against the British.” 

“Ah, but technically he was still a Brit when he said it.” 

Marty ga%'e a gimlet smile. “You’re still trying to hold on to th 
colonies?” 

“Always did hate to give up a good investment. Very well, where di 
she do her doctoral studies?” 

“Princeton.” 

“Crack away.” 

But the transcript of her doctoral studies showed her work to be f; 
too extensive and lacking in detail to help. Her dissertation had n 
connection to viruses. Instead, she had researched the gene cluster th: 
held the genetic mutation responsible for the missing tails of Manx cat 

Mart)' pointed out, “She took extensive field trips. That could h 
useful.” 

“Agreed. Is a graduate adviser listed?” 

“Dr. Benjamin Liu. Emeritus. He still teaches an occasional cours< 
and he lives in Princeton.” 

“Right,” Peter said. "I’ll crank up this heap. We’re off.” 


8:14 A.M. 

Princeton, New Jersey 

Sunrise illuminated the autumn colors of trees and bushes as Petei 
and Mart)' drove north. They traded off driving to sleep and crossed the 
Delanare Memorial Bridge south of Wilmington and sped up the Jersey 
Turnpike past the bustling metropolises of Philadelphia and Trenton. 
^^^len they entered Princeton, the sun was bright, and the tree leaves 
were wbrant shades of red. Pold 


Robert mdHim and Came tunas 


It was an old town, Princeton, 'a scene of battle during the Rcvolu- 
tionar)' War when the British headquartered here. It still retained the 
tree-lined streets and grassy meadows, the old houses and classic 
university buildings, and the elegant and peaceful atmosphere in which 
high learning and tranquil lifestyles were most comfortably pursued. 
The famed universitj' and the historic town were symbionts, neither 
succeeding fully wthout the other. 

Dr. Benjatnin Liu lived on a side street heavily planted in maple trees 
whose leaves burned flame red, as if on fire. Tire sedate, threc-stor)’ 
frame stmeture was shingled in that eastern seaboard wood color that 
is neither dark brown nor dark gray but somewhere in between, earned 
by years of bravely facing the elements. 

Dr. Liu himself had a well-weathered face. Far from the clichd of an 
inscrutable Chinese courtier, he was tall and muscular, nith the eyes 
and white drooping mustache of an ascetic Mandarin but the jutting 
chin, full checks, and ruddy complexion of a New England whaling 
captain. He was a fine blend of Chinese and Caucasian, and the walls 
of his study helped to show why. Hanging there were two portraits that 
appeared to be his parents. One was a tall, athletic, blond woman wear- 
ing a yachting cap and carrying a fishing rod, nhilc the other shoned a 
distinguished gentleman in the traditional robes of a Mandarin Chinese 
elder seated on the bow of a ship. On one side of the photographs hung 
mounted game fish, while on the other were displayed historic Chinese 
court badges of rank. 

Dr. Liu had just finished his breakfast. He waved them to seats in 
the study. “So how can 1 help you? You spoke on the phone of Sophia 
Russell. 1 remember her well. A great student. Not to mention a hell of 
a looker. She was the only time I was tempted to dare the fates with a 
teacher-student affair.” He sank into a wing-back chair. “How is she, 
anyway?" 

On his mods, Marty began one of his slow, methodical answers. 
"Well, Sophia Russell is — ” 

Peter gave in to impatience. “Right, Mart)’. My job here.” 1 Ic focused 
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on the retired professor. “She’s dead. Doctor Liu. Sorry to be so blunt, 
but we’re hoping you can help. She died from the new virus. 

“Dead?” Dr. Liu was shocked. “WHien? I mean, is it possible?” He 
looked from Peter to Marty and back to Peter. He shook his head, slowly 
at first, then rigorously. “But she was so . . . young.” He hesitated as if 
seeing Sophia’s vitalit}'. Then the rest of what Peter had said penetrated. 
"The new virus? It’s a global disaster! I have grandchildren, and I’m 
frightened to death. It could wipe out half the species. WTiat are we 
doing to stop it? Gan anyone tell me?” 

Peter’s voice was reassuring. “Everyone’s working around the clock. 
Professor. It’s what Dr. Russell was researching.” 

“Researching? So that’s how she got the virus?” 

“Perhaps. It’s one of the things we’re trying to ascertain.” 

The professor’s face was set in grim lines. “I can’t imagine I can be 
of any help, but I’ll try'. Tell me what you want." 

Peter handed the one-page report to the professor. “This is from the 
Prince Leopold Institute of Tropical Diseases. Please read it and tell us 
if anything in there ties in with Dr. Russell’s studies at Princeton. Clas- 
ses, field trips, research, friends, any bloody thing that occurs to you." 

Professor Liu nodded. He took his time reading. He stopped often 
to think and remember. An old clock on the mantel of the study ticked 
loudly. He read the report again. And again. 

Finally, he shook his head. "I see nothing here that strikes me as 
■ relating to Sophia’s work or studies. She concentrated on genetics and, 
as far as 1 know, never took a field trip to anyrvhere in South America. 
Giscours didn’t study at Princeton, and Sophia didn’t study in Europe. 
I see no way they could’ve met.” He pursed his lips and glanced dowm 
at the report again. He raised his head. “But you know-, I do recall . . . 
yes, a trip. In her undergraduate years. Not viruses, though.” He hesi- 
tated. Damn, it’s only something she mentioned in passing at an in- 
formal gathering.” He sighed. “I’m not going to be able to tell you more 
than that.” 

Marty had been listening closely. Even w'hen he was on his medica- 
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tion and his brilliant mind was tethered, he still tested smarter than 
ninety-eight percent of the human populace. WTiich increased his 
annoyance with Peter Howell. So just to prove he could, he forced him- 
self to ask quickly: “WTiere was she an undergraduate?” 

Tire professor looked at him. "Syracuse. But she wasn’t studying bi- 
ologs’ then. So I don’t see how that trip could possibly relate to Giscours 
and his report.” 

Peter opened his mouth to speak, but Marty jumped in: "Something 
had better.” He felt a sudden chill and looked at Peter. 

Peter gave a grimace of understanding. “It’s our last chance,” 


Specialist Four Adcle Schweik sat in her small Honda watching the 
house. 'The bca%7 man, Maddux, sat in the passenger seat beside her. 
She had spotted the black-clothed intruder leave Fort Dctrick and get 
into the RV parked on the street, and then she had followed them to 
Princeton. Now she needed to get back to her post at USAMRIID. 

She told Maddux, “Tliat’s his RV over there. He looks and acts dan- 
gerous. Be careful. He’s with another man who should give you no trou- 
ble. You can pick them up when they come out.” 

“You reported to Mr. al-Hassan?” 

“Tliere wasn’t time.” 

Maddux nodded. “Okay, go. Wc’ll take over." 

He stepped out of the car and hurried to his van. Schweik drove 
away without another glance at him or the RV. 



Chapter 

Thirty 


9:14 A.M. 

Long Lake Village, New York 

The Adirondack mountain air was srveet and fresh, and the sun that 
morning cast long, damp shadows from the tall pines onto Blanchard 
Pharmaceuticals’ sprawling complex. Inside the brick headquarters. Sur- 
geon General Jesse Oxnard was impressed. He and HHS secretary' Nancy 
Petrelli had finished a tour of Blanchard’s labs and production facilities, 
conducted personally by Victor Tremont himself. 'The surgeon general 
had know'n of the company, of course, but it had always maintained a 
quiet profile, and he had had no idea of its great size or worldwide 
presence. 

The two government officials met wth senior staff over coffee and 
then rejoined Tremont in his grand, half-timbered office. A wall of win- 
dows overlooked the forested lake that gave the torvn its name. They 
settled into chairs beside Tremont’s fireplace where wood burned in a 
comforting glow, and they listened attentively as Tremont enthusiasti- 
cally described the origin of the promising experimental serum. 

“. . . our microbiology people came to me with the proposal more 




than a decade ago, because at the time I w'as in charge of R&D. Tliey 
predicted more and more diseases would emerge as Third World nations 
became more accessible and their populations burgeoned. In other 
words, fewer locations would be remote enough to confine deadly out- 
breaks. The industrial world would have no defenses against these 
plagues, which could be even more devastating than HIV-AIDS. My 
people hoped by working with some of the more obscure ones we’d leam 
not only valuable science but develop scrums for hitherto incurable dis- 
eases. One of the saruses they concentrated on was fatal to a certain 
species of monkey that W'as an especially close genetic relative to hu- 
mans. We developed a recombinant antiserum cocktail against that si- 
rus, and developed the biotechnology' to produce the antibodies in bulk 
as a feasibility study on mass production techniques for the fututc." He 
gazed earnestly at the pair. "It’s the study I phoned you about, Secretary 
Petrelli. Now maybe that effort may help the world. At least, 1 certainly 
hope so." 

Jesse Oxnard was not sure. He was a big, robust man with heavy 
jowls and a thick mustache. He frowned. "But this development . . . this 
scrum ... is still essentially in the research stage. Isn’t that so?” 

An understanding smile spread across Tremont’s tanned, aristocratic 
face. IThe firelight reflected rn his iron-gray hair as he shook his head. 
"We’re past both the animal-testing and the primate-testing stages. In 
fact, we've shown the scrum cures the vims in affected monkeys. And, 
as f said, purely as a scientific study, we developed the facilities and 
techniques to produce it in bulk. In fact we have millions of doses 
already on hand. That’s what prompted us to get the patent and apply 
for FDA approval for veterinary use.” 

Nancy Petrelli watched the effect all this wns having on the surgeon 
general, while at the same time she marveled at Victor Tremont’s 
smooth telling of the concocted story. She almost believed it herself. 
Which reminded her to cover her back when dealing with Victor. She 
never let herself think he was her friend. At first he had needed her 
initial ins'cstmcnt, and later he wanted her influence as a congress- 
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woman and then as secretai)' of HHS. That was as warm and fuzzy as 
it got sN-ith Victor. 

Nancy was a realist. She wore her silver hair short and efficient. She 
dressed in feminine but businesslike St. John s kmts. And she never 
gambled unless she figured the odds were greatly in her favor. She was 
backing Victor Tremont and his high-class, high-powered con game be- 
cause she believed he would pull it off. She was also well aware his 
Climes would be compounded by mass murder if he was caught, so she 
had decided to distance herself from any hint that she might have 
known what he was actually doing. At the same time, she fully expected 
him to triumph and make her rich. 

As much for her owm benefit as Oxnard’s, she said, “Monkeys aren’t 
people, Dr. Tremont.” 

Victor glanced quizzically at her and agreed: “True. But in this case, 
they are very close genetically and physiologically.” 

"Let me make certain I understand this.” Surgeon General Oxnard 
stroked his mustache. 'Tou can’t be sure the serum will cure people." 

Tremont answered solemnly, "Of course not. We won’t know until 
it’s actually tested on humans. But considering the situation, I think we 
need to tr)'.” 

The surgeon general frowned. “That’s a huge obstacle. In fact, it’s 
entirely possible we may discover the serum may cause barm.” 

Tremont knit his fingers together and stared down at his hands. 
When he looked up, he said earnestly, “Well, one thing seems almost 
certain — millions uili die if we don’t find a cure for this horrible virus.” 
He shook his head as if in an agony of indecision. “Don’t you think I’ve 
UTcstled with this exact problem? It’s why I hesitated for two days to 
come forward. I had to be comfortable in my own mind I was doing 
the right thing. So the answer is yes. I'm convinced there’s a very good 
chance our serum will cure this terrible epidemic. But how can I guar- 
antee it won’t create a greater suffering until it’s tested?” 

All three silently contemplated the dilemma. Jesse Oxnard knew be 
could not possibly recommend Tremont’s semm for use without thor- 
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ough testing, but at the same time he recognized he would loot k 
and decisive if it saved millions around the globe from certain dcatli 

Nanq’ Petrelli continued to concern herself watb herself. She Icm 
the serum would work, but she had learned the hard way to nc»’er 
out on the end of a political limb. She would position herself solidly < 
the side of caution and join the minority that would, in the end, s 
was sure, be overruled in Victor’s favor. 

Meanwhile Victor Tremont was worrying about Jon Smith and 1 
two friends. He had heard no news about them from al-Hassan sin 
the fiasco in the Sierras. As he thought that, he brought himself ba 
to the present. He had a brave gesture in mind that he hoped wot 
convince the surgeon general and, through him. President Castilla. B 
he had to time it just so. 

As he looked up at Petrelli and Oxnard and their clouded faces de 
in thought, he knew the time had come. 

He must break the impasse. If he could not convince Surgeon Gc 
eral Oxnard, it was possible everything he had striven for over the p: 
dozen years would be lost. 

Inwardly he nodded grimly. He would not lose. He could not. “T1 
only way to be sure is to test it on a human." He leaned toward thci 
his voice commanding and grave. "We have isolated small quantities 
the lethal monkey virus. It’s unstable, but it can be preserved for a we 
or so.’ He hesitated as if wrestling with a great moral question. ''Tlicn 
only one way to proceed. And please don’t try to stop me — there’s ti 
much at stake. We must think of the greater good, not just what we 
individuals risk.” He paused again and inhaled. “I’ll inject myself ui 
the monkey virus — " 

Surgeon General Oxnard flinched. '"I'ou know that’s impossible.” 

Tremont raised a hand. “No, no. Please let me finish. I’ll inject mys( 
with the virus, and then I’ll take the scrum. The monkey virus may n 
be exactly the same as the one that’s spreading, but I believe it’s clo 
enough that we’d sec any adverse side effects when 1 sclf-administer tl 
scrum. Then we’ll know.” 
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“That’s absurd'.” Nancy Petrelli exclaimed, playing the devil’s advo- 
cate. “You know we can’t possibly allow you to do that” 

Jesse Oxnard hesitated. “You’d actually do that?” 

“Absolutely.” Tremont nodded vigorously. “If it’s the only v/ay to 
convince everyone that our serum can stop what is rapidly becoming a 
horrible pandemic.” 

“But — ” Nancy Petrelli began, playing out her opposition. 

Tire surgeon general shook his head. “It’s not for us to decide, Nancy. 
Tremont is making a magnificent humanitarian offer. The least we can 
do is respect that and put his suggestion before the presidenL” 

Petrelli frowned. "But, dammit, Jesse, we have no assurance the tv, a 
vimses and the serum will interact the same way in the human 
body.” She saw Tremont again frown at her curiously, as if he 
doubted he had heard her accurately. "If Dr. Tremont is going to offer 
himself as our guinea pig, he should be infected with the real vims. Or, 
at least, we should test the two vimses to see if, perhaps, they are 
identical.” 

Inside, Tremont seethed with rage. WTiat the hell was she doing? 
She knew damned well the semm wasn’t 100 percent effective — no se- 
mm or vaccine was. He had this contingency covered, yes, but she didn’t 
know that. Outwardly he continued to nod. “She’s right, of course. 
That'd be best. But taking the time to compare viruses would be an 
unnecessary delay. I assure you I’m quite willing to be infected with the 
real vims. Our semm will cure it. I’m certain.” 

“No.” The surgeon general slapped his knees in disagreement. 
“There’s no way we can let you do that. But the families of the victims 
are already clamoring to be helped, so it makes more sense to ask them 
if they’d be willing to let their sick relatives try it. That way we’ll find 
out what we need to know and maybe save a doomed life, too. Mean- 
while, I’ll have Detrick and the.CDC compare the vimses.” 

Petrelli objected, “The FDA will never approve.” 

Oxnard countered, “They will if the president tells them to.” 

“The director would probably resign first.” 
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W'Tiere the discussion would have taken them, Nancy Petrelli never 
found out. At that moment the door from the conference room opened, 
and Surgeon General O.xnard reentered the room, a great bear of a man 
with a relieved smile. 

He said, “The president says he’ll talk to FDA, but meanwhile we’re 
to start looking for volunteers among the victims. The president is op- 
timistic. One way or the other, we’re going to test this serum and beat 
back this godawful rirus.” 


■ 

Victor Tremont laughed long and loud. Yes! He had done it. TTiey 
were all going to be rich, and it was only the beginning. At his desk, he 
smoked his Cuban cigar, drank his single-malt scotch, and rocked with 
laughter in private celebration. Until his cell phone rang in the bottom 
drawer. 

He yanked open the drawer and snatched up the phone. “Nadal?” 

TTiere was a brief delay of wireless phoning from a long distance. 
'Then there was the self-satisfied voice: “We ha\’e located Jon Smith.” 

This was proring to be his day. “\\Ticre?” 

“Iraq.” 

Momentary doubt assaulted Tremont. “How did he er’er get inside 
Iraq?” 

“Perhaps the Englishman from the Sierras. I have found it impossible 
to learn anything about him. There is no certaint}' Howell is his correct 
name any more than Romanov. That leads me to believe be has much 
he wishes to be unknown.” 

Tremont nodded angrily. “Probably MIG. How did you locate 
Smith?" 

“One of my contacts — a Dr. Kamil. 1 assumed Smith would be living 
to find our test cases, so I alerted all the doctors 1 knew. Not that many 
are practicing now in Baghdad. Kamil reported Smith wants to know 
about the survivors as well.” 

“Damn! He can’t be allowed to find that.” 
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“If he does, it will not matter. He will never leave Iraq." 

"He got in.” 

“He did not then have Saddam’s police and the Republican Guards 
looking for him. Once they know the American intruder is there, they 
will seal their borders and hunt him down. If they do not kill him, wc 
shall.” 

“Dammit, Nadal, make sure you do this time!” Tremont snarled, 
and remembered their other problem. "What about Bill Griffin? W^ere 
is he?” 

Already humbled by Tremont’s anger, al-Hassan’s face grew stonier. 
"We arc watching everywhere Jon Smith has been, but Griffin appears 
to have vanished from the earth.” 

"That’s just perfect!" In a rage he punched the cell phone’s off but- 
ton and glared unseeing across the office. 

Then the day’s triumphs returned to make him smile. No matter 
what Jon Smith found in Iraq, and despite Griffin, the Hades Project 
was going forward according to plan. He sipped his whiskey and his 
smile broadened. Even the president was on board now. 

\ 


10:02 A.M., Fort Irr’vin, 

Barstow, California 

The man had followed Bill Griffin's rented Toyota pickup from Fort 
Irwin. He stayed at a safe distance, never too close or too far back, on 
the two-lane road and then on Interstate 15. He was waiting for him to 
land somewhere relatively permanent. A place where Griffin would re- 
turn and where he would sleep. Griffin knew the man would have fol- 
lowed him all the way to Los Angeles if necessary until he was certain 
Griffin would remain in one place long enough for backup to arrive. 

Now from behind the curtains of the Barstow motel room, Griffin 
saw the man get out of his Land Rover and head toward the motel 
office. An ordinary man in a nondescript brmvn suit and open-necked 
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shirt. Griffin had never seen him before. He would have been surprised 
if he had. Still, he recognized the almost imperceptible bulge of a pistol 
under the man’s suit coat. The man would check whether Griffin — or 
whatever name the customer in unit 107 was using — was registered for 
the night. Then he would make his phone call. 

Griffin grabbed one of the motel’s bath towels. He raised the rear 
window, climbed out, and circled behind the units to where he could 
see into the office. His stalker was showing a fake badge or official ID 
to the motel clerk. The clerk studied the register, nodded, and turned 
the register so his questioner could view it. 

Griffin trotted to the man’s Land Rover and slipped into the backseat 
of the high vehicle, crouched down, and waited. Quick footsteps hurried 
to the Rover, and the front door jerked open. 

As it slammed shut, Griffin raised up, a silenced Walther PPK 
6.35mm in his right hand, the bath towel in the other. 

The man was dialing his car phone. 

In a single motion, Griffin dropped the towel around the man’s head 
and fired once. The man’s head snapped back. With the towel Griffin 
caught most of the blood and brain matter. He quietly lowered the 
slumped body. Sweating, he got out, pushed the body into the passenger 
seat, and climbed behind the wheel. 

Far out in the desert, he buried his stalker. Then he drove back into 
Barstow and left the car locked on a side street. Tired and angr}’, he 
walked to his motel, checked out, and drove toward Interstate 15. At 
Fort Invin he had learned that Jon Smith had been interested in Tre- 
mont’s "government scientists” and Major Anderson’s sersice in Iraq 
during Desert Storm. V\Tien he reached Interstate 15, he turned the 
pickup toward Los Angeles and its international airport. He had deci- 
sions to make, and the best place to do that was on the East Coast. 




Chapter 

Thirty-One 


8:02 P.M. 

Baghdad y 

Tiie bent woman in the black abaya was a block away from the usee 
tire shop when she heard the first fusillade. She paused next to an o! 
man who sat cross-legged on the street, his palm outstretched as li 
begged. She gazed down at him witli empty eyes, ss'hilc her brain assure 
her she was not required to return to the shop to find out what th 
shooting meant. 

But then she heard the explosive blasts of gunfire again. 

UOicn she had left the shop, her mission was over. She had mad 
certain the undercover American doctor had made contact. At th: 
point, she left, as she svas supposed to. An armed attack had not bee 
part of the plan. Nor had the man who had turned out to be the ur 
dcrcos'cr doctor. She tensed. She might be many things, but one thin 
she was not was cavalier svith her orders. She took tremendous pride i 
her work. She was thorough, responsible, and utterly reliable. 

She looked down at the Iraqi beggar once more. She dropped dinai 



)nto Viis palm. Her long abaya flapping around her legs, she moved as 
wiftly as her bent shape allowed bade toward the tire shop. 

■ 

In the Baghdad alley, the dark shadows were the only protection for 
smith, the woman, and the baby. He pulled them close against the 
ihack, which prevented them from being seen easily. The gunfire inside 
IrowTied out normal city sounds, but still Jon listened and watched, 
rhrough the gloom, he studied both ends of the alley. He could just 
make out what appeared to be a dozen Republican Guards. They were 
approaching carefully, their weapons first. They moved with certainty 
and stealth, Saddam Hussein’s prized killers. 

Still, he gave the woman a reassuring smile as she gazed anxiously 
up at him in the moonlight. “Be right back,” he whispered. He knew 
she would not understand, but perhaps the sound of a human voice 
would help her to maintain her equilibrium as she cradled the baby 
protectively to her chest. 

His pulse throbbing at his temples, Jon rolled to the left and pulled 
on the first door latch. Locked. Then the second. Locked again. 

The Republican Guards drew closer. 

He reversed course and slid past the woman. He tried a third door. 
Also locked. 

Frustrated and worried, he drew her away from the tire shop to the 
building next door and tu^ed on her arm until she crouched beside 
him, low against the wall where it met the old stones of the alley. He 
wanted them to be small targets. He could see nothing else he could 
do — he was going to have to fight their way out. 

His chest tight, he gripped his Beretta and continued to watch the 
stealthy shadows draw closer. Sweat gathered under his clothes despite 
the cool night air. The gunfire inside the tire shop had stopped. For a 
moment he thought about Ghassan and hoped he had survived; then 
he wiped away' all thoughts of any'thing but the danger in the alley. 
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He concentrated. The only sound tos the rhythmic pad of the sol- 
diers' feet as they approached. He breathed deeply, keeping himself 
calm. He remembered Jerzy Domalervski’s W'aming that it was belter to 
shoot and risk death than be caught alive with the gun. He had to make 
every shot count, because it was not only his life at risk but the woman 
and child's, too. He would open fire as soon as the killers were close 
enough to make it impossible to miss. He needed to hit as many as 
possible, as quickly as possible. 

He wished fcrs'cntly he had more than his pistol as they closed in. 
He raised the Beretta. At just that moment, the baby let out a wail, 
instantly followed by a series of piercing cries. The sounds reverberated 
along the alley as the woman tried vainly to quiet the child. 

Now the Guardsmen knew where they were. Smith’s chest tightened 
into a knot. Instantly bullets bit into the wall. Wood splinters shot out, 
sharp as needles. Tire woman lifted her head, her eyes white with fear. 
As the baby screamed, Smith slid in front of them, firing left and right 
at the soldiers in the shadowy night alley. 

Suddenly a voice snarled, “Get ready. Don’t move until 1 tell you!" 
If was a woman’s voice speaking in American English, and it came from 
the tire shop's rear entrance, where the bullet-riddled door hung half 
open on one hinge. 

Before Jon could react, a long black abaya flowed out the doonvay 
and into the gloom, immediately followed by hvo pale hands with short, 
blunt fingernails expertly clutching an Uzi submachine gun. The fea- 
tureless woman balanced the weapon back against her bent body with 
impressive ease. She squeezed the trigger and sprayed the Republican 
Guardsmen in both directions. 

As the woman turned left to concentrate fire, Jon stayed low on his 
heels so he was beneath her bullets and still protecting the Iraqi woman 
and baby. Wliilc she was left, he wheeled right and picked off two of 
the thugs with his Beretta as they raced across the alley. WTren she 
turned right, he aimed left. By rotating their fire from one end of the 
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alley to the other, in five minutes all the attackers had gone to ground — 
dead, wounded, or just saving their hides. Shocked grunts and cries 
echoed along the dark passage. But there was no more sound of feet 
and no significant movement. 

The abaya-chd woman barked, “Inside! Both of you.” 

Jon felt a jolt. There was something oddly familiar about the 
woman’s voice. 

But that would have to wait. He pulled the woman with the baby 
back inside the tire storage room, and they ran after the bent woman 
as she limped past the tattered curtain and into the front, where blood 
had splattered the walls and pooled on the floor. There Ghassan and 
four Guardsmen lay dead against opposite walls. The metallic scents of 
blood and death stank the air. Jon’s throat tightened. Ghassan must 
have killed the four soldiers before dying of a mortal wound to the chest. 

“Ghassan!” The Iraqi woman gasped. 

The woman in the abaya spoke rapid Arabic to the woman with the 
baby as she swiftly pulled off the pusbi and abaya. Asking questions, 
she removed the harness that had kept her bent over. With relief, she 
straightened to her full five feet nine inches. Jon watched, fighting 
shock, as she adjusted the U.N. armband on her tweed jacket, smoothed 
her gray skirt, and stuffed the pushi and abaya into a compartment 
hidden under the false bottom of her gym bag. She had accomplished 
her transformation in less than a minute, at the same time cany'ing on 
a conversation with the woman. 

But that was not what had frozen Jon. It was the disguised woman’s 
appearance. 

She had the same striking gold hair as Sophia’s, although it was short 
and curled around her ears. She had the identical curved, sexy lips, the 
straight nose, the firm chin, the glowang porcelain skin, and the dusky 
come-hither look to her black eyes, although right now her gaze was 
hard and bright as she seemed to be asking the Iraqi woman a final 
question. It was Sophia’s sister, Randi. 
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Smith inhaled sharplv. “Christ, what are you doing here?" 

“Saving your ass!" Randi Russell snapped without even looking at 
him. 

Jon barely heard her. His heart felt as if it were breaking all over 
again. He had not remembered how much the two sisters had looked 
alike. Studying Randi now made his skin crawl, but at the same time 
he could not tear his gaze away. He held on to the shop counter and 
felt his heart rage. He blinked. He had to get over this quickly. 

Her final question answered by the woman with the child, Randi 
Russell turned on Smith. Her face was cool marble. Not at all the face 
of Sophia. “The Guards’ backups will be here any minute. We’re going 
out the front. That’s the most dangerous part, but it’s safer than the 
alley. She know's the back streets better than 1, so she’ll lead. Keep your 
Beretta hidden but handy. I'll bring up the rear. They’ll be looking for 
one European man and two Iraqi women, one wearing an abaya." 

Jon forced himself back to the present. He understood. "The survi- 
vors in the alley will report us." 

“Exactly. They'll describe what they saw. Let’s hope my change of 
appearance will confuse the new team enough to hesitate. They hate 
Europeans, but they don’t w-ant an international incident, either." 

Jon nodded. He felt his cool reserve return. 

They slipped out of the store into the dark night. This was just a 
mission, he told himself, and Randi was just another professional. With 
a practiced sweep, his gaze took in the street. Instantly he saw two of 
them: A military vehicle parked at the far end. It looked like a Russian 
BRDM-2, an armored car with a 25mm gun, coaxial machine guns, and 
antitank missiles. A second armored car was lumbering along the street 
toward them, a lethal behemoth frightening pedestrians out of its way. 

“They’re looking for us,” Jon growled. 

"Let’s go!" Randi said. 

Tlie woman carrying the infant hurried off, and within twenty feet 
slipped into a space between buildings so constricted one person could 
barely fit. Spiderwebs caught at his face as Jon ran along the narrow 
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passage behind her. Alert and on edge, Beretta ready, he glanced bac 
frequently at Randi to make certain she was all right. 

At last they reached ,the end and stepped out onto another tho 
oughfare. Randi hid her Uzi back inside her gym bag, and Smith sli 
his Beretta beneath his jacket and into his waistband. The woman an 
child stayed ahead, while Jon and Randi strode along together, followin 
at a discrete distance. It was natural — two European U.N. workers oi 
for the evening. But it left Jon with a queasy feeling, as if the past ha 
just slammed into the present and left him aching and forlorn. He kep 
pushing back the pain of Sophia's death. 

Randi growled, "What in hell are you doing in Baghdad, Jon?” 

He grimaced. The same old Randi, as subtle and understanding as . 
cobra. “Same as you, obviously. Working.” 

"Working?” Her blond eyebrows raised, “On what? I haven’t hearc 
of any sick American soldiers here for you to kill." 

He said, “'There seem to be CIA agents here, though. Now I knov 
why )'ou’re never at home or at your ‘international think tank.’ ” 


Randi glared. ‘Tou still haven’t said why you’re in Baghdad. Doe; 
the army know, or are you off on another of your personal cmsades?” 

He spoke a half-lie; “There’s a new virus we’re working on at USAM 
RllD. It’s a killer. I’ve had reports of cases like it in Iraq.” 

“And the army sent you to find out?” 


Can t think of anj one better,” he said lightly. Obviously she hat 
heard he had been declared AWOL and was wanted for question 
about General Kielburger’s death. Inwardly, he sighed. She trnisl 
have heard about Sophia’s murder, either. 

Now was not the time to tell her. ^,1,, 

'The streets grew narrow again, with windowed overhan/',’ 
mth yellow candlelight. The shops in these dark streets ' 
than cubes set inside thick, ancient walls — not I'h'h 


to stand erect, and just wide enough 1 
aims. A single vendor squatted in each c 
’The woman with the baby fin.iH)’ t" 
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run-do\vn but modem building — a small hospital. Children lay sleeping 
and moaning on cots that rimmed the walls in the entryawy and in the 
wards on either side. The woman carrying the feverish baby led Jon and 
Randi past crowded treatment rooms, all with child patients. This was 
a pediatric hospital, and from what Smith could assess, it had once been 
up-to-date and thoroughly outfitted. But now it was dilapidated, with 
its equipment in various stages of disrepair. 

Perhaps this was where he was to meet the famous pediatrician. Be- 
cause they were in such different fields of medicine, he had no personal 
knowledge of him. He turned back to Randi. "Where’s Dr. Mahuk? 
Ghassan was supposed to take me to him. He’s a pediatric specialist." 

"I know," Randi told him quietly. "That’s why 1 was in the tire 
shop — to make sure Ghassan made safe contact with an undercover 
agent — obviously, with you. Dr. Mahuk is a vital member of the Iraqi 
underground. We’d expected you to have your meeting there in Ghas- 
san’s store. We thought it’d be safer.” 

The middle-aged w'oman with the baby stepped into an office with 
a desk and examining table. Gently she laid the baby on the table. As 
the infant whimpered, she picked up a stethoscope that was curled on 
the desk, fon followed the woman, while Randi paused to look carefully 
5 up and down the dingy corridor, Tlicn she stepped inside the office and 
closed the door. There was a second door, and she moved swiftly across 
worn linoleum to it. Warily she opened it onto a ward. Ghildrcn’s voices 
and cries rose and fell. Her face sad, she shut this door, too. 

She took out her Uai. Resting it in her arms, she leaned back against 
the door. 

As Jon stared, her expression hardened and grew watchful, the utter 
professional. She was guarding not only the Iraqi woman and baby but 
him, too. It w’3s a side of Randi he had never seen. As long as he had 
known her, she had been fiercely independent, with a compelling sense 
of self-confidence. WTien he had first met her seven years ago, he had 
found her beautiful and intriguing. He had tried to talk to her about 
her fianed’s death, about his sense of guilt, but it had been no use. 
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Later, when Smith had gone to her condo in Washington to try to 
apologize again about Mike’s death, he had discovered Sophia. He had 
never been able to penetrate Randi’s rage and grief, but his love for 
Sophia had made it less necessar}-. Now he would have to tell Randi 
about Sophia’s murder, and he did not look forrvard to it. 

Inwardly he sighed. He wanted Sophia back. Every time he looked 
at Randi, he wanted her back even more. 

The Iraqi woman smiled up at Jon as he helped her umwap the blanket 
around the baby. “You will please forgive my deception,” she said in per- 
fect English. “Once we were attacked, I was concerned you might be cap- 
tured. It was better you not know that I am the one you seek. I am Dr. 
Radah Mahuk. Thank you for your help in sawng this little one.” She 
beamed down at the child, then bent over to examine it. 
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Chapter 

Thirty-Two 


9:02 P.M. 

Baghdad 

Dr. Radah Mahuk sighed. ‘Tliere is so little we can do for the chil- 
dren. Or, for that matter, for any of the sick and injured in Iraq.” 

On the examining tabic, which had been repaired with nails and 
tape, the pediatrician listened to the chest of the baby — a little girl. 
She checked the baby’s eyes, cars, and throat and took her temperature. 
Jon guessed sire was about six months old, although she looked no more 
than four. He studied her thinness and the transluccncy of her fevered 
skin. Earlier he had noted the eyes were an ivory color and vcinlcss — 
indicating a vitamin deficiency. This baby was not getting enough nour- 
ishment. 

At last Dr. Mahuk nodded to herself, opened the door, and called 
for a nurse. As she handed the infant over, she stroked the little girl's 
cheek and gave instructions in Arabic: “Bathe her. She needs to be 
cleaned. But use cool water to help bring dowTi the fever. I will be out 
shortly. Her lined face was worried. Weariness had collected in blue 
circles under her large dark eyes. 
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Randi, who had understood the dactor's orders, asked ni Enghsh- 
“What’s wrong with her?’' 

“Diarrhea, among other problems,’’ the pediatrician answered- 

Jon nodded. “Common, considering the living conditians. V^^en 
sewage seeps into drinking water, you get diarrhea and a lot worse.’' 

“Yon are right, oi course. Please sit down. Diarrhea is common, par- 
ticularly in the older parts oi the city. Her mother has three other chil- 
dren at home, two with muscular dystrophy.’* She shrugged wearily. “So 
I told her I would take her little girl to see what F could do. Tomorrow- 
morm'ng, the mother will come and want her back, but she does not 
get enough to eat to produce milk to nurse. But perhaps by then I will 
find some good yogurt for the baby.” 

Dr. Mahuk pushed herself up onto the edge of the examining table 
and sat. Her legs dangled firom beneath the simple print dress. She wore 
tennis shoes and white anklets. In Iraq, life for most people was basic, 
and this doctor, whose work had been published widely, who once had 
traveled the globe to address pediatric conferences, was reduced to nos- 
trums and yogurt. 

“I appreciate your taking the risk to talk to me.” Jon sat in a rickety- 
chair at the desL He looked around the spartan office and examination 
room. A wom'ed sense of urgency made him edgy. Still, he smoothed 
his features and kept his voice casual. He was grateful the pediatrician 
wanted to help, and he was frustrated from his long day. 

She shrugged. “It is what I must do. It is right.” She unwound her 
white cowl and shook out her long dark hair. As it fell in a cloud around 
her shoulders, she appeared younger and angrier. “Who would hav-e 
thought we would end like this?” Her dark eyes snapped. “I grew up 
during the early promise of the Ba’ath Party. Those were exciting days, 
and Iraq was full of hope. The Ba’ath sent me to London for my medical 
degree and then to New York for training at Columbia-Presbytenan 
Hospital. When I returned to Baghdad, I founded this hospital and 
became its first director. I do not want to be its last. But when the 
Ba ath made Saddam president, everything changed.” 
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Smith nodded. "He sent Iraq into war with Iran almost immedi- 
ately." 

“Yes, it was terrible. So many of our boys died. But after eight years 
of blood and empty slogans, we finally signed a treaty in which we won 
the right to move our border a few hundred meters from the center of 
the Shatt al-Arab to its eastern bank. All those wasted lives for a minor 
border dispute! Then to add insult to injury, we had to return all the 
land to Iran in 1990 as a bribe to keep it out of the Gulf War. Insanily." 
She grimaced. “Of course, after Kuwait and that terrible war came the 
embargo. We call it al-hissar, which means not only isolation but en- 
circlement by a hostile world. Saddam loves the embargo because he 
can blame all our problems on it. It is his most powerful tool to stay in 
power.” 

"Now you can’t get enough medicine," Jon said. 

The pediatrician closed her eyes \vith angry frustration. "Malnutri- 
tion, cancers, diarrheas, parasites, neuromuscular conditions . . . diseases 
of all kinds. We need to feed our children, give them clean water, and 
inoculate them. Here in my country, every illness is a death threat now. 
Something must be done, or wc will lose our next generation." She 
opened her dark eyes. They were moist with emotion. “That is why 1 
\ joined the underground.” She looked at Randi. "1 am grateful for your 
help." She whispered insistently, "Wc must overthrow Saddam before he 
hills us all." 

Tlirouglr the door against which she leaned, Randi Russell could hear 
the low voices of doctors and nurses, whose soft words were too often 
all they had to give to the sick and dying children. Her heart went out 
to them and this tragic country. 

But at the same time, turmoil raged inside her. As she kept guard 
against more trouble from Saddam’s elite forces, she gazed at the two 
doctors who continued deep in conversation. From the examination 
tabic where she sat, Radah Mahuk’s dusky face was tormented. She was 
a key player in the shaky opposition group the CIA was financing and 
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had sent Randi and others to help strengthen. At the same time, Jon- 
atlian Smith slouched in a low chair, apparently relaxed. But she knew 
him well enough to guess his casual demeanor hid vigilant tension. She 
thought about what he had told her— he was here to investigate some 
virus. 

Her gaze hardened. Smith’s tendency to be a loose canon could jeop- 
ardize Dr. Mahuk and, through Dr. Mahuk, the resistance. Suddenly 
uneasy, she adjusted the Uzi in her arms. 

“That’s why you agreed to talk with me?” Smith asked Dr. Mahuk. 

‘Tes. But we are all watched, hence the subterfuge.” 

Jon smiled grimly. "The more subterfuge, the better the CIA likes it.” 

Randi’s unease rocketed to the surface. “The longer you’re together, 
the more danger to everyone. Ask what you came to ask.” 

Jon ignored her. He focused on Dr. Mahuk. “I’ve already learned a 
great deal about the three Iraqis who died of an unknown Wrus last year. 
They’d been in southern Iraq on the Kuwait border at one time or 
another near the end of the Gulf War.” 

"So I was told, yes. A Hms unknown in Iraq, which is strange.” 

“The whole thing is strange,” Smith agreed. "One of my sources says 
there were also three survivors last year. Do you know anything about 
that?” 

.This time it was Dr. Mahuk who had to be prompted. 

“Doctor?” Randi said. 

The pediatrician slid off the table and padded to the door that was 
closed on the main corridor. She opened it quickly. No one was outside. 
She looked left and right. At last, she shut it and turned, her head 
cocked as she listened for intruders. "To even speak of the deaths and 
suix'ivals is forbidden,” she said in a strained voice. “But, yes, there were 
three sursavors. All in Basra, which is in the south, too, as you must 
know. Close to Kuwait. It sounds to me as if you may have formed the 
same theory I have.” 

Jon said grimly, “Some kind of experiment?” 
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The pediatrician nodded. 

He asked, “All three survivors were also in the Gulf War, stationed 
near the Kuwait border?” 

‘Tes.” 

"It’s odd that all those in Baghdad died, while the ones in Basra 
survived.” 

“Verj' odd. It was one of the aspects that drew my attention.” 

Randi studied the pair. They were talking cautiously around an issue 
she did not quite understand but sensed was momentous. Their gazes 
were focused on each other, the tall American man and the small Iraqi 
woman, and the intellectual tension was palpable. At the moment, as 
they probed their mutual quest, the outside world had receded, which 
made them more sailncrable — and Randi more alert. 

Jon asked, “Can you explain why those in Basra sursived. Dr. Ma- 
huk?” 

“As it happens, yes. I was in the Basra hospital, helping to treat the 
victims, when a team of doctors from the U.N. arrived and gave each 
an injection. They not only improved, four days later they showed no 
ill effects from the virus. They were healed.” She paused and dcad- 
panned, “It was remarkable." 

“That’s an understatement." 

“It is.” Sire crossed her arms as if she had just felt a chill. “I would 
not have believed it had I not seen it." 

Smith lumped up and paced around the rpom. His high-planed face 
uas deep in thought; his blue eyes cold, glittering, and outraged. "\'ou 
know what you’re telling me. Doctor? A cure for a fatal and unknown 
virus? Not a vaccine, but a cure?" 

“lhat is the only reasonable explanation.” 

“Curative antiserum?” 

“Tliat would be the best possibility." 

“It would also mean those so-called U.N. doctors had the material 
in quantity.” 

‘Tcs.” 



Jon’s words spilled out in a rush: “A serum in quantity for a virus 
that first broke out in Iraq’s six cases last year and then mysteriously 
reappeared a little more than a week ago in six more cases halhvay 
around the world, in America. And all twelve victims had served on the 
Iraq-Kuwait border during the war or had a transfusion from someone 
who’d served on the border." 

“Precisely.” The pediatrician nodded \dgorously. “In two countries 
where the vims had never existed.” 

The two medical doctors faced each other across a great silence, both 
reluctant to say the next sentence. 

But Randi could. “It’s not remarkable. It’s not even a miracle.” They 
turned to stare at her as she spoke the unspeakable: “Someone gave all 
of them the virus.” 

It sickened Jon. “Yes, while only half were given the serum. It was a 
controlled, lethal experiment on humans who were uninformed and 
gave no consent.” 

The pediatrician paled. “It reminds me of the depraved Nazi doctors 
who used concentration camp inmates for guinea pigs. Obscene. Mon- 
strous!” 

Randi stared at her. “\\Tio were they?” 

“Did any of those doctors with the semm tell you their names. Dr. 
Mahuk?” Jon asked. 

“They gave no names. They said helping the men could get them 
into trouble with our regime and with their supervisprs in Geneva. But 
I am sure they were lying. There was no way they could have entered 
Iraq and worked at that particular military hospital without the govern- 
ment’s knowing.” 

“How, then? A bribe?” 

“A large bribe in some form to Saddam himself, I would guess.” 

Randi asked, “You don’t think they were from the U.N. at all do 
you?” 

The pediatrician shook her head nervously. “I should have seen the 


battle, and so we miss the overall picture. The answer to your question 
is yes, 1 believe they were not from the U.N., nor were they practicing 
doctors. Instead, they acted like research scientists. Plus, they arrived 
quickly, as if they knciv who was going to be sick and when.” 

It fit Jon’s idea that the twelve victims were part of a test begun at 
the 167th MASH at the end of the Gulf War. “Did they give any hint 
about where they’d come from?” 

“They said Germany, but their German was textbook, and their 
clothes weren’t European. 1 think they were Americans, which, a year 
ago, would have made it even more dangerous for them to enter Iraq 
without the approval of Saddam himself.” 

Randi frowned. She adjusted the Uzi. ‘Tou have no thoughts about 
who could have sent them?” 

"All 1 remember is their speaking once among themselves about ex- 
cellent skiing. But they could be referring to many, many places.” 

Jon paced, contemplating research scientists from America who had 
a quantity of serum to cure the new virus. Suddenly he realized: “I've 
spent the day asking about the six who had the virus a year ago. What 
about since then? Have there been more cases in Iraq?" 

Dr. Mahuk compressed her bps in shocked sorrow. She had devoted 
iher life to healing, and now the world seemed to be exploding in a 
sickness beyond anyone’s control. Anger and pain and outrage laced her 
voice as she told them, “In the past week, wc have had many new 
victims of ARDS. At least fifty' have died. We arc not sure of the exact 
number, and it changes by the hour. We are only beginning to inves- 
tigate whether it is the unknomi virus, but 1 have little doubt. ’Tlie 
same symptoms are there — the history of small fevers, the heavy cold 
or mild flu for a few weeks, and the sudden ARDS, the hemorrhaging 
and death within hours. Tirere have been no survivors.” Her voice broke. 
“None.” 

Smith whirled from his nervous pacing, stunned by the large number 
of deaths. Compassion filled him. Tlien he realized . . . this could be the 
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answer; “Were these \'rctirTns aho in the GuW War? Or horn the Kuwait 
border?” 

Dr. Mahuk sighed. “Unfortunately, the answer is not that simple. 
Only a few were in the war and none was from near Kuwait.” 

“Any contaet nath the original six of a year ago?” 

Her voice was discouraged. "None at all.” 

Jon thought of his beloved Sophia and then of General Kielburger, 
Melanie Curtis, and the 167th MASH from ten years before. “But how 
could fift^' people unknowingly be injected with the vims simultane- 
ously — especially in a sealed^ff'nation like yours? Were they from one 
single area? Had they been abrdad? Did they have contact with foreign- 
ers?" ' ■ 

Dr. Mahuk did not answer immediately. She peeled away from her 
listening post at the door. She fished in a skirt pocket and took out 
what looked like a Russian cigarette. As she paced across the room to 
the examining table," she lit it, tense and nervous. The pungent barnyard 
aroma characteristic of Russian tobacco filled the spartan office. 

At last she said, “Because of my work with the virus victims last year, 
I Was asked to study the new cases. I looked for all the possible sources 
of infection you mentioned. But I found none. 1 also found no connec- 
tion among the victims. They appeared to be a random sampling of 
both sexes, all ages, occupations, ethnic groups, and geographic 
regions.” She inhaled again, letting the smoke out slowly as if still form- 
ing her thoughts. “They did not appear to have infected each other or 
their families. I cannot say whether that is significant, but it is curious.” 

“It’s consistent. Every'thing I’ve found so far indicates the vims has 
almost no contagious factor.” 

“Then how are they getting it?" Randi had been following the con- 
versation closely. Although she had no degree in chemistry or biology, 
she had had enough science courses to be aware of some of the fun- 
damentals. W'Trat the two doctors were talking about . . . were deeply 
worried about . . . was an epidemic. "And why only Iraq and America?” 
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she aslced. "Could it be the result of some biological warfare weapon 
from Desert Storm hidden here in Iraq?" 

Shaking her head. Dr. Mahuk w'alked to the chipped metal desk in 
the comer. Her cigarette smoke followed like a browTi ghost. She took 
a sheet of paper from a drawer and handed it to Jon. Randi instantly 
joined him, shifting the Uzi out of the way so she could lean closely. 
Appalled, they read a computer printout of a Washington Post front 
page: 

DEADLY PANDEMIC OF UNKNOWN ^IRUS SJYEEPS GLOBE 

Tlic story reported twenty-seven nations had fatalities of more than a 
half mihion. Ah the illnesses began with a cold or flu for some two 
weeks, then abruptly escalated into ARDS, hemorrhaging, and death. In 
addition, forty-two nations reported cases in the high millions of what 
appeared to be a heavy common cold. It was still unknown whether all 
or any of those had the vims. 

The news took Jon’s breath away. Cold fear swept through him. A 
half million dead'. Millions sickl “WTicre did you get this? " he asked. 

Dr. Mahuk stubbed out her cigarette. “We have a secret computer 
at the hospital. We took that off the Internet this morning. Obviously, 
the vims is no longer confined to Iraq and America or to the Gulf War. 
I do not sec how the cause could be a biological weapon in my country. 
The high number of deaths is ghastly.” Her voice broke. "That is why 
1 knew 1 must speak to you.” 

The ramifications of the news story' and the pediatrician’s revelations 
shook Jon again. Quickly he reread the article, thinking about what he 
had learned. Dr. Mahuk had mlcd out nearly every possible contact with 
the outside; still, the vims had exploded into a worldwide epidemic. 
Two weeks ago, every one of the victims had been alive except the 
original three in Iraq from a year ago. The velocity of the vims’s current 
expansion was inconceivable. 

He looked up from the printout. “This is out of control. I’ve got to 
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get home. If there really are people in America wth a serum. I’ve got 
to find them. By now, some friends of mine may have information, too. 

There’s no time to lose — ” 

Suddenly Randi stiffened. “Wait.” 

Holding up her Uzi, she raced across the room to the door that 
opened onto the corridor. Smith was instantly at her side, his Beretta 
drawn. She was tense with nervous awareness. 

Suddenly from the corridor a harsh voice, snarling in Arabic, became 
clear. Smaller, frightened voices answered. Heav}’ boots thudded au- 
thoritatively down the hall in the direction of the small examination 
room. 

Jon looted at Dr. Mahuk and asked urgently, “The Republican 


Guards?” 

She pressed quaking fingers to her lips and listened to the words. At 
last she shook her head and whispered, “The police.” Her dark, expres- 
sive eyes were pits of fear. 

Randi tore across the room to the other door. With her curly blond 
hair and long, svelte figure in the clinging skirt and jacket, she looked 
more like a runway model than a seasoned CIA agent. But Jon had seen 
her risk her life and succeed in a superb defense against the Republican 
Guards back in the alley behind the used-tire shop, and now she radi- 
ated that same kind of intelligent physicality. 

“Police or guards. Doesn’t matter. Theyll try to kill us.” Randi’s head 
swiveled, her dark gaze summoning them to her. “We’ll have to leave 
through the ward. Hurry!” She yanked open the door, looked back, and 
motioned Jon and Dr. Mahuk to go through first. 

It was a mistake. The police were waiting for them on the other side. 
It was a trap, and they had fallen into it. 

A uniformed Iraqi policeman lunged and tore the Uzi from Randi’s 
hands before she could react. Three others poured into the room, AK- 
47 assault nfles leveled. As Jon tried to raise his Beretta two more po- 
licemen burst through the corridor door and fell on him svrestling him 


Chapter 

Thirty-Three 


9:41 P.M. 

Baghdad 

Dr. Radah Mahuk stood motionless, her back to the wall, unable to 
move. She was brave but not foolhardy. Her job was to heal the sick, 
and she could not do that if she was killed. Nor could she tr)’ to save 
her country if she was consigned to the notorious Justice Detention 
Center. Like the dead Ghassan, she rvas a soldier in a sacred cause, but 
she had no gun, and she knew no self-defense. Her only weapons were 
her brain and the trust she had built among her countrymen. Free, she 
would be able to continue to help her people and perhaps the Ameri- 
cans, too. So she pressed back behind the counter, walling herself to be 
invisible. Sweat beaded up on her forehead. 

Two more uniformed policemen entered from the corridor more war- 
ily, their gazes darting right and left, their weapons ready for any emer- 
gency. Behind them, a slender man dressed in a tailored uniform strolled 
into the room holding an Iraqi-made Beretta tariq pistol. 

For the moment, no one was looking at Dr. Mahuk. She was not 
important, at least not yet. Terrified and heartsick, she slipped away 
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he hall and walked as slowly and unobtrusively as she could to 
a telephone. 

the room, the tailored officer smiled at Jon and said in lightly 
ted English, “Colonel Smith, yes? At last. You have been most 
lit to find.” 

inclined his head to Randi with exaggerated politeness. “And this 
I do not know her. Perhaps the CIA? It is rumored your nation 
us so fascinating that you must constantly send undercover spies 
lasure the temperature of our love for our leader.” 

I’s chest was tight with anger. They had been careless. Damn! 
don’t know her,” he lied. “She’s part of the hospital staff.” It 
led lame even to his ears, but it was worth a shot, 
le officer laughed in disbelief. “A European lady is a member of 
lospital? No, I do not think so.” 

igry with herself, worried for the underground organization, and 
cally thinking of what they could do, Randi shot Jon a surprised 
grateful for his attempt. 

it then the officer stopped smiling. He flourished his tariq. It was 
to move his prisoners to wherever they were to be taken. He gave 
nmand in Arabic, and the police pushed' Randi and Jon out into 
orridor. Doors quietly clicked shut ahead in the passageway as the 
led hospital personnel tried to keep themseh'es and their charges 
if harm’s way. The two Americans were marehed out through a 
:, empt)’ corridor. 

mdi watched nen'ously everywhere for Radah Mahuk, and when 
aw no sign of her, she breathed deeply, relieved. Abruptly one of 
lolicemen shoved the muzzle of his gun into her back, hurrj'ing her 
a painful reminder of the danger of their situation. She broke out 
:sh sweat, afraid. 

ie police paraded the Americans out into the star-studded night 
e an old Russian truck rvith a canvas-covered squad carrier waited 
e curb, its motor rumbling. Billowing exhaust from the tailpipe of 
lid motor curled upward, silver white in the cold moonlight. Around 
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them, the night sounds of the city were close and menacing. The police 
lowered the truck’s tailgate, raised the canvas, and pushed the two 
Americans into the rear. 

The interior was moist and dark, and there was a nauseating stink of 
diesel. Randi shivered and stared anxiously at Jon. 

He gazed back, tiying to hide his fear. His voice was wiy; "And you 
complain about my emsades." 

She gave a weak smile. “Sorr)’ about that. Next time I’ll plan better.” 

"Thanks. My disposition’s improved already.” He warily studied the 
interior. "How do you think they found us?" 

“1 don’t see how they could’ve tracked us from the tire shop. My 
guess is someone in the hospital turned us in. Not cvciy Iraqi agrees 
with Dr. Mahuk’s revolutionaiy ideas. Besides, the way things are in this 
country, people will turn on you in the hope of gaining a little favor 
with the police.” 

Two of the Baghdad cops clambered up into the truck. They aimed 
their big Kalashnikovs at the Americans and indicated by waves of their 
hands and grunted w'ords that the pair rvas to move deeper into the 
tmek, far from the tailgate Pretending defeat, Jon and Randi seramblcd 
farther inside and settled behind the truck’s cab on a plank scat. Tlic 
two armed men took positions next to the tailgate on cither side of the 
truck, guarding the only exit. They were about ten feet from their pris- 
oners — within easy firing range. 

The officer with the tanq pistol stood in the opening at the tmek’s 
rear. “Au reioir for now, my new American friends." He smiled at his 
idea of humor. But he aimed his weapon at them ominously as he 
ordered the tailgate locked into place. 

Jon demanded. “WTierc are you taking us?" 

"A playground. A weekend getaway. A resort, if you will.” Tlie Iraqi 
grinned under his mustache. Then his voice grew flinty and his eyes 
narrowed. "In truth? Tlie Justice Detention Center. If you do what you 
are told, perhaps you wall live." 
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Jon tried to hide a surge of fear as he remembered Jerzy Doma- 
lewski’s description of the six-story underground torture and execution 
complex. He exchanged a look with Randi, who sat close on his left. 
Her face was expressionless, but he saw her hand tremble. She knew 
about the detention center, too. That hellhole was not survivable. 

The canvas''flap dropped, and they were cut off from the outside. 
The hvo guards sat back, their rifles pointed at the prisoners. There 
were sounds in front as the officer and other police climbed into 
the cab. 

As the tmck lurched away, Jon was silent. Because of him, Randi had 
been caught. He had no illusions about what they would do to a CIA 
spy, especially a female one. And how was he going to get svord to 
USAMRIID and the Pentagon to tell them what he had learned about 
the virus and cure? 

He said quietly, “We have to get out of here.” 

Randi nodded. “The detention center doesn't thrill me either. But 
our guards are armed. Lousy odds.” 

He gazed through the inky shadows at the two Iraqis, whose faces 
were fixed in watchful stares. Besides assault rifles, they had bolstered 
pistols on their hips. 

They bounced onto a street so narrow that the truck’s canvas sides 
scraped the stone walls. ■ 

They had to act before it was too late. He turned to Randi. 

“What?" she asked. 

“Are you feeling ill?” he suggested. 

She pursed her lips. Then she understood: “As a matter of fact, I 
feel a terrible stomach cramp coming on.” 

“Groan loudly.” 

“Like this?” She moaned and grabbed her stomach. 

Hey!” Smith called to the guards. “She’s sick. Come help her!” 

She doubled over and shouted in Arabic, “I’m dying! You’ve got to 
help!” , 
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The guards exchanged a loot. One raised his eyebrows. Tlie other 
laughed. Tliey hurled words Jon did not understand. Randi groaned 
again. 

Jon stood, his back bent below the canvas top, and took a step toward 
the guards. "You’ve got to — ” 

One shouted at him, while the other fired his rifle. The shot blasted 
so close past Smith’s ear that the sharp whine seemed to pierce his 
brain. As the bullet exited out the top of the canvas roof, the two guards 
motioned him roughly back. 

Randi sat up. “They don’t believe us." 

"No kidding.” Jon fell onto the seat, his hand over the ear, his head 
ringing. "Wfliat were they saying?” He closc'd his eyes, willing the throb- 
bing pain to go away. 

"That they’d done you the favor of missing. Next time, we’re both 
dead.” 

He nodded. “Figures.” 

"Sorry, Jon, It was worth a try'.” 

The truck was turning from narrow street to narrow street, following 
a twisting route. Its sides continued to rasp occasionally against build- 
ings. She could hear the cries of shopkeepers open long after they should 
have closed in the hope of one more sale, perhaps their only sale of 
the day. Sometimes there were the disembodied, scratchy sounds of 
prewar radios. Everything told her they were staying in the older parts 
of Baghdad. i 

She whispered, “They’re driving too slowly and staying on the back 
streets. That’s not logical. The Baghdad police go wherever they want. 
Keeping a high profile is part of the job, but these men arc avoiding 
major thoroughfares.” 

“You think they’re not police?” He dropped the hand from his cat. 
'TIic pain was receding. 

“Tlicy have the uniforms and the high-powered Russian weapons. If 
they’re not police, they’ll be dead if they’re caught. I don’t know who 
else they could be.” 




“I do.” 

As he said that, the past week came rushing back, and something 
happened that he had been fighting; Randi disappeared, and Sophia 
took her place. His heart ached with every fiber at the sight of her again. 
Sophia’s beautiful black eyes shone out at him, surrounded by the 
smooth, pale skin and the long, comsilk hair. Her full lips spread in a 
sweet smile, showing tin)' white teeth. She had that indefinable beaut}' 
that was so much more than flesh and bones. It radiated from an inner 
core of decenc}' and vitalit)’ and intellect that transformed mechanics 
into aesthetics. She was gloriously beautiful in every way. 

For one moment of madness, he tmly believed she was alive. Just by 
reaching out, he could gather her into his arms, smell the scent of her 
hair, and feel the beat of her heart against his. Alive. 

He dug deep inside himself, searching for strength. 

And made himself blink. 

He shook his head to clear it. He had to quit lying to himself. He 
was looking at Randi. 

Not Sophia. 

They were in grave danger. He had to face the trath. His stomach 
felt hollow, like an elevator falling too fast. It was possible neither ol 
them would surr'ive. He could delay no longer. 

He had to tell her about Sophia. He had to say the words becausf 
if he did not, he was going to slip over into some other world where ht 
could pretend forever Randi was Sophia. He could not allow his emo- 
tions to continue these cmel games. 

Because it was not just his future at risk. It was Randi’s, too, and 
tens of millions of people who could die from the viras. He could hear 
Sophia’s voice inside his mind: “Shape up. Smith. Just because you decide 
to live doesn’t mean you don’t love me. You’ve got a job to do. Love me 
enough to get on with it.” 

Randi was studying him. “You were going to say who you think the 
police are.” 

H n i ^ 
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time, I didn’t notice. But when they first attached, their leader said my 
real name. Not the cover name I’d been going around Baghdad using. 
I don’t see how else he could’ve known I was Colonel Jon Smith except 
that he — all of them — were hired by the people with the \irus. They’ve 
been trying to stop me from investigating ever since — ” 

He made himself see her, not her sister. But as he did, her face 
tightened as if she realized he was going to tell her something terrible, 
something that affected her intimately. One more thing she might never 
forgive him for. 

He said gently, "Randi, I have terrible news. Sophia’s dead. They 
murdered her. The people behind all this did it.” 


Chapter 

Thirtu-Four 


^ndi jerVed erect. For a moment Jon had the sensation she had heard 
omething else . . . not his voice or words. Her face was frozen. The 
nuscles seemed to atrophy. But she gave no other ouhvard sign she had 
eceived the devastating news that her sister had been murdered. 

In the shocked silence, he felt the truck’s ever)- bump and lurch, 
rheir lives depended on it, so he forced himself to pay attention. The 
ruck’s speed was increasing. Buildings seemed farther anay, and the 
iounds of voices and radios receded. They must be on a n-ider street. 
He noted traffic sounds and bits of conversation from the truck’s cab, 
but that was all. 

His pulse throbbed guiltily at his temples. “Randi?” 

Suddenly her face collapsed. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but 
she remained erect and motionless. She had heard the words, but she 
could not understand the meaning. Pain seared through her. Sophia? 
Dead? Murdered? She rejected them. Impossible. How could Sophia be 
dead? 

Her voice was wooden through her tears. “I don’t believe you." 

“It's true. I’m sorr)-. I know how much you loved her, and she loved 
you.” 



Guilt ovenvhelmed her. His words were hammer blows. I know hmi' 
much you loved her. 

She had not seen Sophia in months. She had been too busy, too 
involved in her job. Other people needed her more. She had thought 
there would be plenty of time later to be close and really enjoy each 
other again. When they had both done what they had to do. 

When Jon Smith no longer took up so much of Sophia’s life. 

It felt as if her heart were shattering. Angrily she used the fingers of 
both hands to wipe away her tears. 

“Randi?" 

She heard his voice. Heard the truck . . . with a sudden hollowness 
below the wheels. Her mind quickly shifted, and as if from a great 
distance she realized they were crossing a bridge. A long bridge with the 
sound of the truck echoing off water beneath. She heard the rush of 
open air around them. The far-off cries of men who were night fishing. 
The bray of a donkey. 

And then with an aching rush, she remembered. Sophia. She crossed 
her arms, trying to hold herself together, and she looked at Jon. There 
was devastation in his face. His grief looked so deep it could never be 
erased. 

That face was not l)ing: Sophia ivas dead. 

Sophia was dead. 

She inhaled sharply, trying to control herself. Her sister’s face kept 
flashing into her mind. At the same time, she was looking at Jon Smith. 
She had just begun to think she could trust him. She wanted to believe 
he had nothing to do with it, but she could not help her suspicions. 

His blind arrogance back when he had been treating Mike had led 
to Mike’s death. Had he killed her sister just as he had killed Mike? 

“How?” she demanded. “W'hal did you do to her?” 

I wnsn’t there, not when it happened. 1 w’as in London.” He told 
her everything, from the time he met Bill Griffin to his discovery of the 
missing page and the needle mark in Sophia’s ankle. “It was the virus 
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SopWa was tiying to identify-, classify, and trace to its source. The same 
virus 1 followed here to Iraq. But her death was no accident. The virus 
isn’t that contagious. She would have had to have made a very careless 
mistake. No, they infected her rvith it because she had uncovered some- 
thing. They murdered her, Randi, and I’m going to find out who they 

are and stop them. They won’t get away with it ” 

As he talked on, she closed her eyes, thinking about how much So- 
phia must have suffered before she had died. She fought back a sob. 

Jon continued, his voice low and earnest, “. . . They murdered our 
director and his secretary, too, because I’d told them someone had the 
live vims and was using it on people. Now we have a global epidemic. 
How the new wctims contracted the virus I don’t know, or how someone 

cured a few. But I’ve got to find out ” 

He was still talking over the mmble of the truck, which was driving 
faster. The noises of the city had been left behind, and now it seemed 
as if they were in -open country. There was only the occasional roar of 
a vehicle passing in the other lane. 

Another surge of tears overcame her. He put an arm around her 
shoulder, and she pushed him away. She wiped her face with her sleeve. 
She would not cry anymore. Not here. Not now. 

". . .They’re powerful," he was saying. "Obviously, they’ve been here 
in Iraq. Maybe they still are. Which is one more reason to think they 
sent these ‘police.’ The people behind the virus seem to reach every- 
i where. Even into our government and the army itself. High up into the 
; Pentagon.” 

The army? The Pentagon?” She stared at him in disbelief. 

There s no other explanation for USAMRllD’s being taken out of 
j the loop, shut down, and the lid clamped on. And then all the records 
; that were erased through the NlH’s FRMC terminal. I was getting too 
,, dose, and they had to stop me. It’s the only explanation for Kielburger’s 
^ i death. He was calling the Pentagon to tell them what I’d discovered 
y when he vanished. He and bis secretary disappeared and were found 



limif!. Inter. Now (liey’rc looking; for me, loo. I'm officinlly AWOL 
plus I'll) wniilccl for (|iiesliotiiiig in lire dcnllis of Geiicml Kielburgcrnni 
iiis (.ccrcinry," 

Ilnmli reprebsecl n Irillcr comment. Jon Smilli, lire mnn wlio Imt 
killed her greni love, was telling Iier the U,S. Army was somehow in 
volved in her sister’s death and he had run from tlicm in the noblt 
cause of pursuing his investigation. Ilow could she believe him? Trust 
him? llis whole story sounded like some kind of cnonnous fabrication 
Yet any American who came to Iraq now risked his life. She had seen 
llis courage ns he had tried to protect Dr. Mahuk from the Republican 
Guards before he had even known she uyjs Dr. Mahuk. Tlicn there v'ss 
the virus itself. If he had been the only otic to tell Iicr about it, 
would be doubtful. But Dr. Mahuk was also a source, and she trustc 
Radah Mahuk, 


As she was contemplating all this, she heard the truck cross another 
long bridge. Again there was the familiar hollow sound below, echoing 
from water. 


Wliat water? She came totally .alert. "How many bridges have we 
crossed?” 

' onc^"'°' ^ About fifteen, twenty miles apart. Tliis is the sccon 

" Rondi nodded. "Tliat’s what 1 counted, Tliere should be a 
Hurd soon.” 

She took a deep, shuddering breath. And another. Tlicy "■ere a 
gone her father, mother, and now her sister. First her parents in 
boating accident off Santa Barbara ten years ago. And now Sophia. She 
'aped her eyes again as they waited, silent in their shared grief. 

Tlic truck drove onto a third bridge, and instantly she n^is bac' 
in the present. In the moment. At work. Right now it was her on y 
balm. 

In a charged whisper, she told him, “VVe must’ve crossed the Ti^* 
in the middle of Baghdad. Tlien the second bridge had to be over tb^ 


south. We’re going west. If the land goes into a slow climb, we'll know 
we’re heading into the S)Tian Desert and eventually to Jordan." 

Impressed, Jon stared past Randi at the two policemen, who were 
talking quietly. Their rifles rested in their arms, the muzzles pointed 
casually toward their prisoners. It had been a long time since he had 
tried to break away. 

He said, 'Tell them I’m stiff. 'That I’m Just going to stretch." 

She frowned, puzzled. “Why?” 

“I’ve got an idea.” 

She seemed to study him again. At last she nodded. “Okay.” She 
spoke humbly in Arabic to the hvo heavily armed men. 

One responded in a bark, and she uttered more words. 

At last she told Jon, “He says it’s all right, but only you can stand. 
Not me.” She gave a grim smile. 

“Figures.” 

He got up to his feet and arched his back as if his limbs had gone 
to sleep. He could feel the policemen’s intense gazes from the tailgate 
area. When they turned away, bored again and half asleep, he put his 
right e)'e to a long tear in the slope of the canvas roof. He looked out 
and up. 

Suddenly the harsh voice of one of the policemen snarled. 

Randi translated. “Sit, Jon. You’ve just been busted.” 

Smith fell back to the bench, but he had seen what he wanted; “The 
north star. We are going west.” 

“The Justice Detention Center is south." 

“So 1 was told. Besides, that had to be miles back. They’re not taking 
us to jail, and they’re not taking us to the center. You have any weapons 
they didn’t find?” 

Her brows raised. "A small knife inside my thigh.” 

He looked doum at her sedate gray skirt and nodded. She would be 
able to reach it quickly. 

With an abrupt lurch, the Russian truck slowed and threw them 
forward. Another lurch sent them against the cab in front. It slammed 
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Randi into Jon. She quickly pushed z\ny. The vehicle stopped. Vc 
talked roughly. Suddenly there were noises of men climbing from 
cab and walking forward, talking. 

In the truck’s rear, the two policemen went into a crouch, AK-4; 
the ready. 

She cocked her head, listening to the Arabic words. “I think 
officer and one of his men got out of the cab.” 

Jon shook his shoulders to relieve the strain. “Is it a checkpoint 

•Tes.” 

Silence. Then laughter. More laughter, a slapping of backs, si 
boot clicking, and the two policemen climbed back into the front ot 
truck. The engine ground gears and bumped fonwrd, gathering spi 

Randi’s voice was low and thoughtful, "From what I could hear, 
Republican Guard stopped them, and they had no trouble convim 
them they're legitimate police. The Guards even seemed to know 
officer by name.” 

Tlicn they are the police?” 

“I’d say so, and that means they’re probably moonlighting for ) 
American friends. If wc’rc both right, then whoev'cr’s behind all this 
.not only power but big money. 'Tlic only good thing about our situa 
is we’re not in the detention center. Still, there are six of them 
highly armed." 

The comers of Jon's mouth turned up in a half smile, but his 1 
eyes were cold. “They haven’t got a chance.” 

She frowned. “Wntat do you have in mind?" 

He whispered, “The pair who’rc guarding us were close to dozing 
before the Republican Guard stopped the truck. With luck, the mo 
and monotony wall lull them again and put them into a kind of tra; 
Let’s pretend to nap. It could make them sleepy, too.” 

“We can’t wait long. They haven’t brought us out here to enjoy 
desert air." 

Tliey sat in silence, eyes closed, heads drooping as they simul; 
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did. As his head nodded and he let out an occasional low snore, Jon 
watched the guards with his peripheral vision. 

Miles passed. The guards’ desultorj’ conversation quieted and slowed 
as the truck rocked on into the night. Smith and Randi grew drowsy 
themselves. Then they heard a light snore that was not one of Jon’s. 

“Randi.” His voice was husky. 

One of the policemen had slumped back against the canvas side. 
The other’s head had fallen forward, and he was nodding, fighting sleep. 

Soon they would have the chance for which they had hoped — prayed, 
to be precise. 

Jon pressed his index finger to his lips then pointed for Randi to 
crawl along the left side of the truck bed while he would crawl along 
the right. Randi nodded. They turned over onto their stomachs and rose 
to their knees. As the truck continued to rock, they slipped forward in 
the dim light. 

Abruptly the truck made a sharp turn. Every'one was throwTi hard to 
the right as it left the road for what felt like a rutted trail. The he3\y 
vehicle jounced and shook with teeth-rattling vibrations. Disappointed, 
Smith resumed his slumped position against the wall, and Randi settled 
quickly back into her old spot as the two Iraqis, instantly awake, com- 
plained to one another. 

“Damn,” she muttered. 

The truck slowed, but the damage was done. There was no way they 
could jump these alert guards and sumve. 

Jon swore. They had lost their best opportunit)- so far — maybe their 
last. 

With another abrupt lurch, the truck slow'cd again, throwing them 
fonvard. As it lumbered to a stop, someone in the cab shouted angrily. 
An answering shout came from out in the night. Suddenly the motor 
of another vehicle roared. Headlights sw’cpt across the darkness and 
focused on the truck’s canvas side, eerily illuminating the interior where 
Jon and Randi listened. 

It was in Arabic. “WTiat are they saying?” Jon asked. 
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“W'eVe got more visitors.” Randi listened to the voices. "And our 
friendly police aren’t all that happy about it.” 

"Who is it this time?” 

“I’m not sure. It could be Republican Guards again. Maybe some- 
thing spooked them back at the check-point, and they’ve got a new batch 
of questions.” 

"Terrific. 'Then we’re in even worse trouble.” Jon wiped sweat from 
his face. 

Suddenly Randi whispered urgently, “Tlrat last voice! It was speaking 
Arabic all right, but it wasn’t Iraqi Arabic.” 

Inside the truck, the two policemen had gone into wary crouches, 
their AK-47s up. 'They radiated ^gilance. Something out there fright- 
ened them. 'They exchanged low words and reached for the canvas flap 
that covered the rear. 

’Their backs were facing Jon and Randi. 

Without hesitation, Jon breathed, “Let’s do it.” 

He flung himself forward, trusting Randi to do the same. He tackled 
the policeman on the left, yanked him backward, and slammed his fist 
into the man’s right temple. As he dropped to the floor unconscious, 
Jon WTcnchcd away his AK-47. 

At the same time, Randi pulled up her skirt, grabbed the knife from 
her thigh, and leaped at the second guard. Just as he whirled in his 
crouch to help his friend, Randi jammed the knife into his arm. He 
screamed, dropped his rifle, and grabbed the wound. 

Randi thrust her knee up, connecting with his chin. His neck snapped 
back, and he sprawled onto his back unmoving, atop the other uni- 
formed policeman. 

As Randi swept up the AK-47, automatic fire exploded outside. It 
was as loud and surprising as thunder. Shouts and cries echoed across 
the desert night. Tlicrc was the sound of running feet and more gunfire. 
It was a battle. 'Tire sounds were coming closer, and the fighting would 
soon be upon them. 
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Chapter 

Thirty-Five 


6:32 P.M. 

Long Lake Village, New York 

At his desk in his comer office, Victor Tremont pushed aside the 
report on which he rvas working, nibbed his eyes, and again checked his 
Rolex. He tapped his fingers on the edge of the massive desk. He was 
tense, on edge. There had been no word from Nanq’ Petrelli or the 
surgeon general, and more than nine hours had passed since he had 
heard from al-Hassan. The end of more than a dozen years of riskj- work 
was coming to a triumphant conclusion, and he was too close to being 
one of the richest men in the world for anjlhing to go wrong now. 

Restless and concerned, he arose, clasped his hands behind his back, 
and paced across the plush carpeting to his wall of windows. The lake 
stretched into the distance like a silver crater in the final fade of sun- 
light. He could almost smell the thick pines on both sides as they dark- 
ened from blue to purple and now black. House lights blinked on like 
a scattering of emerging stars. He looked right and left to siew the 
sprawling, heavily landscaped industrial complex that was Blanchard 
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and, from that, about her relationship with me.” He glared, controlling 
his anger. He prided himself on his understanding of human nature, 
and as he stared at the Arab he reminded himself that this enigmatic 
man from another land was all that stood between him and discover)' 
by Jonathan Smith and his allies. Inwardly he nodded: Yes, he had 
to make certain al-Hassan succeeded in destroj'ing Smith. Suddenly 
he an idea: ‘Tou should have stopped them long ago, Nadal. You’ve 
failed me.” 

Just as Tremont had hoped, the hatchet-faced al-Hassan w'nced.The 
Arab stood motionless and silent, not quite able to speak, and Tremont 
had a sense of the man’s discomfort, almost humiliation, because he 
had failed. This was exactly the reaction on which Tremont had been 
counting. 

Al-Hassan’s voice was flinty. "It will not happen again. Dr. Tremont.” 
He straightened, and respect radiated from him. "I have a plan," He 
left the office as silently as death itself. 


8:21 P.M. 

Near Syracuse, New York 

Dressed again in his black SAS uniform but without the hood or 
equipment belt, Peter pensively mulled everything over as he drove the 
big RV along the dark highway toward the distant twinkling lights of 
Syracuse. Behind him, Marty worked intently on the computer. The 
virus’s sudden explosion across the world terrified both men. They must 
find something that clicked wth the Prince Leopold report in S)Tacu5e, 
or Marty had to turn up Sophia’s missing phone calls or Bill Griffin s 
hideout. 

They had heard nothing from Jon. This did not surprise Peter, but 
it concerned him. It could mean Jon was in trouble and unable to get 
back to the embassy in Baghdad, or it could mean nothing at all. 

Soon after they had left Princeton, Peter had the uncas)' sense .tbc)- 
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were being followed. To be certain, he bad driven a circuitous route on 
secondary roads from Ne«’ Jersey into New Yorb. Well inside the state, 
he entered the thmway. If there had been a tail, he figured he should 
have exposed or lost it by now. Still, the uneasiness would not leave. 
These people were experienced and skillful. 

Twice he pulled off at rest stops to search the RV’s exterior for a 
tracking desice. He found none. But the concern persisted, and he had 
learned long ago to trust his feelings. That was why he exited the thru- 
way early to take the slower but less traveled back roads into Syracuse 
itself. 

For the first five miles he saw only occasional lights behind, and those 
vehicles had driven straight on when he pulled off to watch. He had 
changed direction more than once, going west for a time, then south, 
then east, then back north, and finally west again toward the city. Now 
he was driving through the outer suburbs. Since he had still seen no 
csidence of surveillance, he began to relax. 

The sky was starry and black, with charcoal clouds low and ominous 
beneath the moon. To their right, a woodsy state park extended along 
the road, its split-rail fence like ghostly broken bones in the night. The 
park appeared to be densely forested, with picnic tables and fireplaces 
dotting open areas. There was little traffic at this hour. 

Tlien from out of nowhere a gray pickup passed the RV at high 
speed. It pulled in front, its brake lights instantly glow'cd blood red, and 
it slowed, forcing Peter to hit his own brakes. Peter instantly checked 
his rearview mirror. High headlights were closing in fast. It had to be 
another truck or SUV. Right on the RV’s tail. 

Peter called out, "Hold on, Marty!" 

“^^T>at are you up to now?” Marty complained. 

“Pickup in front. SU\' or pickup in back. Bastards think they’re going 
to trap us like chopped liver in a sandwich.” 

Marty’s round face flushed pink. “Oh.” He instantly locked down the 
computer, tightened his seatbelt, and gamely grabbed the table, which 
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was bolted into the RV* s frame. He steeled himself and sighed. “I sup- 
pose I’m actually growing accustomed to these emergencies.” 

Peter pumped the brake and yanked the steering wheel right. The 
left wheels tilted up like a yacht in a high wind. Mart)' let out a surprised 
yell. The RV skidded on the two others, landed hard, and tore into the 
lighted picnic grounds. Behind them, brakes shrieked and rubber 
burned. The high headlights bounced across grass, roared o\'er a sapling, 
and blasted through brush to emerge again on the park road. The gray 
pickup was close behind. 

Mart)' watched through the windows, his heart palpitating wth fear. 
Still, he ^vas riveted by the spectacle. Although the Englishman was 
intellectually inferior, he had an uncanny ability' where any'thing physi- 
cal, particularly s'iolence, was concerned. 

Ahead, the road forked. Peter swer\'ed the RV right. He was racing 
the bouncing, swaying pickup through the darkness. Abmptly the road 
curs'ed back toward the lighted picnic area. 

“Bloody damn!” he swore. “Road’s a loop.” The high headlights were 
behind them, and the gray pickup was dri\'ing toward them from ahead. 
‘Trapped again!” He reached behind his scat and pulled out his Enfield 
bullpup. “Get to the back door and use this!" 

“Me?” But Mart)' caught the assault rifle as Peter tossed it to him. 

“W^en I say, just point and pull the tri^er, my boy. Imagine it’s a 
joystick.” 

'The creases on Peter’s leathery face were deep canyons of won)', but 
his eyes were glowng. He hit the brake again, yanked the wheel, and 
ran the RV off the road into a grove of trees that extended thick into 
the darkness. As soon as he skidded the big vehicle to a stop, he jumped 
from the seat, pulled out his H&K submachine gun, grabbed trru ctses 
of clips, handed the SA80 rounds to Marty, and hurried with hrs ew~ 
clips and submachine gun to a side window. 

The RV’s nose was deep in the trees, and the side doer ai--'. <---■' 
the woods. This meant the vehicle presented a solid side to tSe— 


Chapter 

Thirtu-Six 


. Inside the heavily equipped RV, the tension was electric. Still some 
twenty yards away, the five armed men and the short, square leader 
were rapidly closing in on Peter and Marty. The attackers progressed 
carefully, their gazes constantly roaming. They carried their weapons 
with the surcncss of experience. Even in the distance, menace radiated 
from their walks. 

"Now!” Peter fired a careful burst at the leader, while Marty let loose 
with everything. 

As Marty’s barrage shredded leaves and pine needles, ripped bark, 
and sawed through small branches, Peter’s target grunted, clutched his 
right arm, and fell to his knees. Marty continued to spray bullets. 'The 
noise was deafening. 

"Hold it, Marty! That’s enough.” 

The echoes of the furious volleying reverberated through the park. 
The four men and their wounded leader crawled wildly for the shelter 
of firepits, benches, brush, and trees. Once under cover, they opened 
fire again at the RV. Bullets whined through the open window abor’c 
Peter’s head and thudded into the opposite w'all. Selective this time, 
they were looking for targets. 


30B 





THE HADES FACTOR 


Peter crouched low. “Tliey won’t hit us dead on again because of our 
firepower, but at the same time they won’t go away. They’ve probably 
left a driver in the SUV. It’s only a matter of time before one of us is 
hit, we run out of ammo and they get us, or the police come and arrest 
us all.” 

Marty shivered. ‘Too bad the police are out of the question. Many 
aspects of the idea are appealing.” 

Peter nodded and grimaced. “They’d want to know what we were 
doing with highly illegal weapons and a command post in the RV. If we 
tell them about Jon, theyll check, find he’s wanted, and toss us into 
the slammer to wait for the army and FBI. If we don’t tell them, we’ll 
have no explanation, and they’ll lock us up with our snilainous friends 
out there.” 

"Logical. You have a solution?” 

“We must split up.” 

Marty said firmly, “I will not be abandoned to those cutthroats and 
murderers.” 

Peter’s eyes glinted out from the shadows. In his black commando 
clothes, he svas difficult to see. "I know you don’t think I’m too s\\ift, 
my boy, but do remember this is how I’ve made my Ihing since before 
you were an irritating twinkle in your father’s eye. Here’s the plan: I 
shall slip out the front door where they won't see me. You will then 
blast away to cover me. Once clear, I Mil circle to the left and make so 
much noise they’ll believe a brigade is escaping. When they’re con- 
\inced we’ve both quit the RV, they’ll pursue me with their entire force. 
At that point, you’ll be able to safely crank up this packhorsc and do a 
fast bunk. Clear?” 

Marty pursed his lips. His round cheeks expanded in thought. “If I 
stay with the RV, then I can keep checking for contact from Jon while 
1 pursue Sophia’s phone calls and look for Bill Griffin. ObWousIy, IH 
have to find someplace to hide the RV. When I do. I’ll post myloeatio - 
at the Asperger’s sjTidrome Web site, just as w'e discussed. ^ 

“You’re quick, my boy. Tliere arc certain nsnccts 
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genius I like. Give me a minute to get into position, then fire array until 
your magazine’s empty. Remember, a full minute.” 

Marty studied the weather-worn face with the craggy features. He 
had grorvn accustomed to seeing it. Today was Wednesday, and they 
had been together constantly since Saturday. During the past five days, 
he had been hurled into more terrifying and hair-raising experiences 
than in his entire life, and with far more at stake. He supposed it was 
natural he had growTi accustomed to having Peter around. For an instant 
he had a strange emotion: Regret. Despite all the Englishman’s annoy- 
ances, Marty would miss him. He wanted to tell him to be careful. 

But all he could manage was, "It’s been strange, Peter. Thanks.” 

Their gazes connected. Quickly both turned asray. 

“1 know, my boy. Me, too.” With a wink, Peter crab-sralked to the 
front of the RV and fastened on his equipment belt. 

Marty gave a brief smile and took position again at the rear door. 
Nervously he waited while giving himself a stem lecture that he could 
_ indeed pull this off. 

The incoming fire had all but ceased, probably while the attackers 
figured out a new plan. As soon as Peter slipped out of the RV and 
melted into the deep shadows of the moonlit woods, Marty counted 
out a minute in his head. He made himself breathe slowly and evenly. 
WHien the minute was up, he gritted his teeth, leaned out, and opened 
fire with the bullpup. The gun reverberated in his hands and shook his 
entire body. Frightened but determined, he kept up a steady stream of 
fire across the night and into the dark trees. Peter was depending on 
him. 

From their cover, the attackers returned a fusillade. TIic RV rocked 
from the hail of bullets. 

Sweat popped out on Marty’s face. He kept squeezing the trigger as 
he fought back fear. When the magazine w'as empty, he hugged the 
gun to his chest and carefully peered around the comer of the doorway. 
He saw no movement anywhere. He wiped his palm across his forehead, 
getting rid of a layer of sweat, and let out a long stream of relieved air. 
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As another minute passed, he clumsily changed magazines. He sat 
back. Two minutes passed. His skin began :to crawl with tension. 

Then he heard what sounded like somebody trying to be quiet among 
the trees far off to his left. Peter! He cocked his head, listening. 

A warning voice from one of the attackers carried across the picnic 
grounds; “They’re escaping!” 

Almost at once, heavj' fire from what seemed like two or three rifles 
raked out of the forest on the left, the direction in which Peter had said 
he would go. 

On the picnic grounds, the men from the pickup and SUV frantically 
found new hiding spots as gunfire continued from this new direction. 

Then the firing ceased. It sounded as if several people were mnning 
away to the left through the forest. 

“After them!” a different voice shouted from the picnic area. 

Energj' jolted Marty. That was what he had been waiting for. He 
watched as men from the truck ran off to the left. At the same time, 
someone turned on the SU\*”s engine, drove it in a wide U-tum, and 
headed off to the left also. Everyone was chasing Peter, just as he had 
predicted. 

Guiltily, Marty rolled and bumped his way into the RV cab. He was 
safe while Peter was out there, a hare to their hounds. Still, he knew 
Peter was right — this was the rational way to handle this grave situa- 
tion. 


The keys were in the ignition. He took a long breath to calm his 
resisting nerves and started the engine. He was worried not onlv abcut 
whether he wuuld ever be able to uncover the vital inforraatioii fen 
needed; more to the point was whether he could drive Peter’s RV safeh' 
away from the park. But when the oversize motor’s power srrSiec izv 
through his hands and into his body, he had an idea; ffe cicsec eves 
and put reality on hold. Suddenly he was inside a Galam -mred smishm. 
piloting it singlehandedly into the dangerous Fourm guaenmt Ir was 
a forced trip, because he was still under the inFcence cf his .^2csaI 
Still, stars, planets, and asteroids flashed past the starsfcfc'j 


windows in rainbows of light. He was gloriously in control, and the 
unknowTi beckoned. 

His eyes snapped open. Don’t be silly, he told himself with disgust, 
of course you can drive this gravity-bound RV. It’s virtually an anachro- 
nism! 

With a surge of confidence, he threw the RV into reverse, hit the 
accelerator, sped backwards, and scraped a tree. Undeterred, he looked 
over both shoulders, checked the rearview and side-view mirrors, and 
saw nobody. He yanked the steering wheel, turned the RV around, and 
blasted it out of the forest like toothpaste from a tube. At the same 
ime, he watched for trouble, just as Peter had taught him. His glittering 
;reen gaze examined shadows and obstacles, checking everywhere that 
:ould be cover for their attackers. 

But this part of the park was quiet. Heaving a sigh of relief, he 
ocketed the RV past the picnic grounds and onto the highway heading 
rorth to Syracuse. 


Crouched in a concrete drainage ditch at the edge of the park, liis 
iubmachinc gun ready to fire, Peter Howell saw his RV rushing north 
3n the highway. He grinned with admiration. Tliat exasperating little 
jastard Marty had risen to the occasion yet again. 

He rubbed a hand over his grizzled chin and refocused his attention, 
dc breathed deeply, inhaling the earthy scents of the damp ditch but 
tlso the fragrant trees on the higher ground and the mjTiad creatures 
hat inhabited it. At the same time he listened and scrutinized with 
:very fiber of his body. His senses were alert, on fire. He could hear and 
ense the attackers moving toward him on foot and in the SUV on the 
•oad that crossed the drainage ditch. It was time to get himself away. 

He unhooked hvo cylindrical black canisters from his belt, laid them 
side by side on the parapet of the bridge, and drew his 14-round Brown- 
ing Hi-Power 9mm pistol from his open combat holster. The pistol in 
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his right hand and the H&K MP5 in his left, he raised his eyes to I 
down the road. 

They were advancing in a wide line. The SUV was behind, its he 
lights outlining the bloody fools. He needed them closer together, 
when they were still some fifteen yards away, he opened fire with b^ 
guns, moving quickly from side to side to simulate shooting by m 
than one person. 

They zeroed in on him and returned fire. He fell back, as if retreati: 
Encouraged, they ran toward him in a tighter semicircle, while 
grabbed the canisters and shimmied toward them on his belly. As so 
as they were just thirt)' feet away, he lifted his shoulder and hurled t 
first canister. The magnesium-based stun grenade exploded with a grc 
flash and bang directly in the center of their semicircle, only a foot 
two from most of them. 

All went down. Some screamed and clutched their heads. Othe 
were simply stunned and momentarily out of action. Which was a 
Peter needed. 

He was up instantly, speeding around their left flank. The thousands 
of rounds fired in the SAS Close Quarters Battle House, perfecting the 
skill to rapidly score head hits while running at full speed, never .’err 
you. He squeezed off two fast shots, easily destrovins the SL"''~s herd- 
lights, and then he threw the second stun grenade. It landed in r.~er: 
midst. Since they still had not recovered from the first, it was wr: 
physically but psychologically devastating. Wfithin mmutss, rs me' m- 
tried to gather their wits, Peter was a hundred raids oft a: me 
trotting softly but swiftly away toward the hjEhimv rrd d'nr~c. 


As he closed in on the city, Martv domed hn 

where to hide it and himself. He was he- . 

had outsmarted himself. Where cauia mm mde. 
obrious as a recreational vehicle. esremmV 
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windows had been destroyed and bullet holes had battered the sides? Be- 
hind him on the state highway a line of cars was piling up. Homs honked, 
making him nervous as he anxiously scanned all around for safety. 

Finally, he pulled onto the shoulder so the backed-up cats and trucks 
could rush past in an angry roar. Worried, he drove back onto the high- 
way and resumed his search. Tlien he saw an intriguing sight: On either 
side of the highway were car dealerships with brightly lighted showrooms 
id lots full of vehicles. TTiere was everything from inexpensive corn- 
acts to luxury sedans and sports cats. Miles of them. It was giving him 
a idea. He craned to look ahead. Would he find — ? 

Yes! Like a miracle, a vast, lighted open area stretched off to the 
ght. It was a new and used recreational vehicle sales lot and repair 
icility. 

He thought of the old children's riddle; Where do you hide an ele- 
hant? 

The answer, of course, was in a herd of elephants. 

Chortling with glee, Marty turned into the main gate and drove to 
he back until he found an empty space. He pulled in and turned off 
is motor. It was late, so the dealer would have to close soon. With 
rck, no one would find him here at night. 


0:27 P.M. 

yTacuse, New' York 

Professor Emeritus Richard Johns lived in a restored old Victorian on 
outh Crouse Avenue below the university’s hill. In his living room, 
)vingly furnished by his wife with antiques of the same period as the 
ouse, he studied the man who had knocked on his door so late and 
■anted to know about Sophia Russell. Tlicre was something about the 
:rangcr that frightened Johns. An intensity. A suppressed violence. He 
ished he had never allowed him inside. 
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"I'm not sure what more I can tell you, Mr. — ?” 

“Louden. Gregory’ Louden.” Peter Howell offered a smile as he re- 
minded the professor of the false name he had given on the doorstep. 
'Then; “Dr. Russell thought highly of you.” He was dressed in coveralls 
and a trench coat he had bought from a curious trucher who had given 
him a ride into Syracuse. From there, he had caught a taxi to the pro- 
fessor’s house near the university, which had so far turned out to be a 
waste of time. The man was nervous and had been able to remember 
only that Sophia had been an excellent student and bad a few close 
friends, but he could name none. 

Johns reiterated, “I was simply chair of her major department and 
had her in a few classes. That’s all. I heard she switched her field of 
study in grad school.” 

"She was studying anthropology with you, wasn’t she?” 

‘Tes. An enthusiastic student. We were surprised that she left the 
rnajor.” 

“Why did she?” 

“I have no idea.” Johns knitted his brows. “Although I do recall that 
in her senior year she took the absolute minimum requirements for 
anthro. She studied a lot of biology instead. Too late to declare a dif- 
ferent major by then, of course, unless she planned to stay on another 
year or two.” 

Peter stopped pacing, “\\fiiat happened in her junior year to interest 
her in biology?” 

"I have no idea about that either.” 

He remembered the Prince Leopold report had mentioned Bolivia 
and Pern. “\^Tiat about field trips?” 

The professor frowned. “A field trip?” His gaze focused on Peter as 
if he had suddenly remembered something. "Of course. We have a 
summer departmental trip for majors behveen their junior and senior 
years.” 

“Where did Sophia go?” 
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The professor’s frow-n deepened. He leaned back, thinking. At last, 
he decided, “Peru.” 

Excitement made Peter’s pa!e blue eyes luminous. “Did she talk 
about it when she got back?” 

Johns shook his head. “Not that I remember. But everyone who goes 
has to write a report.” He stood up. “1 should have it here.” And just 
like that he casually walked out of the room. 

Peter's heart thudded against his chest excitedly. At last, he had 
gotten what seemed to be a break. He moved to the edge of his chair 
as the professor talked to himself in the next room. Drawers opened 
and slammed closed. 

Then a triumphant “Ah-ha!” 

Peter jumped to his feet, as Johns returned, thumbing through a 
stapled document. “W^en I was chairman, 1 kept them all. They are a 
useful body of work to draw from for motivating the lower-year classes.” 

“Thank you.” The words were inadequate. Barely suppressing his ea- 
gerness, Peter took the undergraduate paper and sat in the closest chair. 
■■ He read through it, and . . . there it was. He blinked, not quite believing 
his eyes. Tlicn he read again, memorizing each word; “1 encountered a 
fascinating group of natives called the Monkey Blood People. Some bi- 
ologists from the States were studying them when we passed through. 
It seems like a fascinating field. 'There are so many illnesses in the 
tropics that it could be a life's work to help cure them.” 

No names. Nothing specific about the \irus. But had she remem- 
bered Peru when she was given the unknown vims to work with? 

Peter stood up. “Tliank you. Professor Johns.” 

“Is that what you usintcd?” 

"It just might be,” Peter said. "May I keep it?” 

“Sorry. Part of my archives, you know." 

Peter nodded. It did not matter; he had committed it to memory. 
He said a quick good-bye and headed out into the dark, cold night, 
which for the first time seemed friendlier. He trotted uphill torard the 
university, where he knew he would find a pay phone. 



Chapter 

Thirty-Seven 


12:06 A.M., Thuisday, October 23 
Wadi al-Fayi, Iraq 

The Syrian Desert was cold and silent, and the stink of diesel seemed 
oppressive inside the canvas-covered truck. Next to the tailgate, Jon and 
Randi listened for more gunfire. Behind them lay the two unconscious 
policemen who had been guarding them, while outside some new, un- 
known force besieged them. 

Tense and alert. Smith dropped into a crouch, cradling his confis- 
cated AK-47. He pulled Randi down next to him. She swung her Ka- 
lashnikov around so she was ready to shoot, too. They peered outside 
through cracks where the canvas flap closed against the sides cf tie 
truck. 

All I can see are streaks of fire and movinH silhouettes.” he said, 
disgusted. Sweat coated his face. Time seemed to pass with achuis dcw- 
ncss. 

That s what I see, too. The light from the other tnck's toe ” 

“Damn!” 

They dropped the flap. Abruptly, the noise of fehfcng ceased. Tne 

IT? 





cold night w-as menacingly quiet. The only sound \ms the raspy 
breathing of the two Iraqi guards lying unconscious on the floor in the 
eerie glow from the headlamps of the other vehiele. 

Jon looked at Randi, who turned just at that moment. lie frowned. 
She shook her head. Her face was pinched. He saw fear in her eyes, 
then she moved her gaze. 

His chest tightened. Only the track’s canvas svalls and their confiscated 
Kalashnikov rifles stood between them and whatever peril svaited outside. 

He told her, "We’ll open fire. Wc’vc got no choice." 

"As soon as they’re close enough.” 

From the desert, a voice bellowed in Arabic at them, “Evciyonc has 
surrendered! Throw out your guns and follow svith your hands up!” 

Quickly Randi translated for Jon. She added grimly, "Sounds like the 
Republican Guard." 

Smith nodded. In the hovering silence, his gaze narrowed. He was 
not going to just sit and wait to be executed. He inched back the flap. 
In the slit he could see a trio of black silhouettes, their guns aimed at 
the truck where he and Randi hunched. 

“1 can get three,” Jon decided. “Perfect targets. Problem is, who arc 
they? And where arc the others?” 

She rose up and peered out through the narrow opening above his 
head. The heat of her body warmed the chill around him. 

"Wc may have to kill them anyway," she said grimly. "We’ve got to 
get this information about the virus out of Iraq. Concentrate on their 
legs. V\fliat’s a few shattered femurs compared to what’s at stake?" 

He nodded sober agreement and slid the nose of his AK-47 out. He 
WTapped his finger over the trigger, prepared to fire, and — 

Suddenly, a voice boomed: "Russell!" 

Jon and Randi stiffened. They gazed at each other, shocked. 

“Arc you in there, Russell?” the voice yelled in English. Very Amer- 
ican English. “If you and the U.N. guy have taken out the guards, give 


THE HADES FACTOR 


Randi inhaled with excitement. She squeezed Jon’s shoulder. “I Icnow 
who he is, thank God.” She raised her voice. “Donoso? Is that you, pig 

breath?” T'-Sor 

“No one else, little lady. ~7n~C\ * 

“We almost killed you, you fool!” 

Jon spoke in a low, quick voice, “Don’t tell them who I really am. 
Use the U.N. cover. He already believes it, or he wouldn’t have identi- 
fied me that way. If the U.S. Army gets its hands on me for being 
AWOL . . .” He let the words hang in the air. He knew she understood 
the inevitable result; He would be stopped from pursuing the people 
who had lulled Sophia. “Randi? Will you do that?” 

She turned her angry, blazing eyes onto him. “Of course.” 

He had to trust her, which suddenly made him very nervous. To- 
gether they raised the canvas that overlay the tailgate. Jon shot her a 
worried look as a short, swarthy man in desert camos came around 
from the side. He had the firm face and bunched muscles of someone 
religious in his fitness training. Carrying a cocked 9mm Beretta, he 
peered beyond them and their Kalashnikovs to the wounded policemen 
sprawled in the back of the truck. 

He grinned approval. “Nice job. Two less for us to deal with.” 

Smith and Randi jumped down, and Randi pumped Donoso’s hand. 
“Always interesting, Donoso. This is Mark Bonnet.” 

Jon exhaled, relieved, as she introduced him under the alias. 

She gave him a polite smile, then returned to focus on Donoso. 
“Mark’s here with a medical mission. Mark, meet Agent Gabriel Donoso. 
How the hell did you find us. Gabby?” 

“Doc Mahuk called as soon as they grabbed you. Then one of our 
assets picked up the truck crossing the Tigris." His gaze swept the night. 

I d lov'e to catch up on old times, but someone could’ve heard the 
gunfire. We d better do a fast fade. He peered speculatively at Jon. 
“U.N. medical mission, huh?” 

CIA, I take it. Jon shook his hand and smiled. “Mv personal ap- 
preciation for the CIA grows by the instant.” 
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Donoso nodded sympathetically. "Looks like you two have had a 
rough time.” 

As Donoso Icdvthem around the truck, Jon saw an old So\iet BMP- 
1 troop carrier whose, sides had been stenciled with Republican Guard 
markings. Ruts showed where it had first been angled to block the road. 
Now its headlights shone directly onto the canvas-covered police tmek. 
Sitting on the light desert soil with their backs against it were the sur- 
Wving Baghdad policemen and their officer, who was bleeding from a 
shoulder wound and no longer sported his tariq pistol. Standing sentr)’ 
were two CIA agents who might easily pass for Iraqis. 

“Do you know what they were planning to do with us?” Smith asked 
Donoso. 

“Yup. Get you deep out in the middle of nowhere, kill you, and hide 
your corpses where not even the Bedouins would dream of looking." 

Jon raised his eyebrows. He exchanged a look svith Randi. It was no 
surprise. 

Donoso said, “I need those Kalashnikovs, Mr. Bonnet. Both of them, 
little lady.” 

As Randi and Jon handed over their rveapons, Randi explained to 
Jon, “Donoso’s an unrepentant male chauvinist pig. He knows belter, 
but he just doesn't care. So he calls me little lady, or girlie, or sweetie- 
pic, or any other demeaning cliche he can dredge up from his rather 
ordinary redneck background.” 

Donoso grinned w'dely. “She sticks to ‘pig breath.’ She’s got great 
legs but a limited imagination. Let’s go. Into the carrier.” 

"A limited imagination? Hey, I’m the one who saved your butt in 
Riyadh. WTrete’s your respect?” 

Me grinned sheepishly. "Whoops. That occasion slipped my mind.” 
lie added their AK-47s to a pile of other weapons taken from the Iraqi 
policemen. “Sec your guns in there?” 

Jon quickly located his Beretta, while Randi dug around until she 
uncovered her Uzi. Donoso nodded approval and scrambled up into the 
carrier. Smith and Randi followed. 
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As they found places to sit, Jon nodded back at the prisoners. “What 
are you going to do about the Iraqis?” 

“Nothing,” Donoso told him. “If they so much as hint about being 
out here on their osvn in a police truck, they’ll get a fast trip to Saddam 
Hussein’s gallows. No way are they going to breathe a word about what 
happened.” 

Smith understood. “VvTrich means they’d better have their own guns 
when they get back to headquarters.” 

Donoso nodded. “You got it.” 

While the prisoners glared up sullenly, the old troop carrier spun its 
treads into the parched soil and took off. Its speed increasing, the driver 
directed the big machine down the center of the narrow road that led 
deeper into the hard, rocky landscape. The moon was sinking in the 
west, while stars glimmered brightly above. Far ahead on the horizon 
were dry, rolling hills, black against an even blacker sky. 

But Jon was watching behind. At last the Iraqis ran across the sand 
to the pile of guns and their truck. Now that the carrier was out of rifle 
range, they were safe to flee. Seconds later, their canvas-covered vehicle 
disappeared, raising mushroom clouds of light soil as it rushed back to 
Baghdad and, perhaps, survival. 

“Where are we going?" Randi wanted to know. 

“Old World War One outpost the Brits built,” Donoso answered 
promptly. “It’s nothing but ruins now. A few tumbledown walls and desert 
ghosts. A Harrier svill pick you up there at dawn and fly you out to Turkey.” 

They don t wnnt me to stay on, pig breath?” Randi wanted to know. 

Donoso shook his head rvith disgust. “No way, baby girl. This cute 
little caper has compromised you and damn near the whole operation.” 
His voice rose, and he glared again at Jon. "Hope it was worth it.” 

It was, Jon assured him. “You have a family?” 

“As a matter of fact, I do. Why?” 

That s how' important it is. With luck, you've just saved their lives.” 

The CIA agent looked at Randi. When she nodded, he said, ‘TVorks 
for me. But you'll have some fast talking to do at Langley, kiddo” 



Randi asked, ‘Tou’re sure a Harrier can take both of us?" 

Donoso was all business. “Stripped, no missiles, one pilot. Not com- 
fortable, but it can be done." 

The lumbering carrier continued on through the windswept desert. 
Moonlight shone down, casting an unearthly silver cloak over the rocky 
wadi. Meanwhile, everyone's eyes were alert. Without ever discussing it, 
their gazes surveyed all around, watching uneasily for more trouble. 


Tire ruins were on the north side of the road. From the carrier. Smith 
studied them. The remnants of stone walls emerged like worn, gray 
teeth from the desert. Skeletal brush had blown against some, while a 
clump of thorny tamarisk grew nearby, indicating water flowed some- 
where under the salty surface of this forbidding landscape. 

Donoso ordered a man to stand guard in the Russian BMP, and the 
rest of the crew settled against the walls, wrapped in lightweight blan- 
kets to wait out the starry’ night. The dry air smelled of alkali, and 
..everyone was weary. Some fell quickly asleep, their low snores lost in 
•Ihc sound of a whispering wind that rustled the tamarisk and kicked up 
little tornadoes among the loose particles on the desert floor. Neither 
Randi nor )on was among the sleepers. 

lie was studying her where she lay in shadows against the old wall. 
His head resting on a rock, he watched emotion play her face as if it 
ivere a musical instrument. He remembered that about Sophia, too. 
WHiat she felt, she showed. Not a particularly demonstrative man, he 
had enjoyed that gift. Randi was more guarded than Sophia, but then 
Randi was a professional operative. She had been trained into sanity- 
saving unemotionality in her job. But not tonight. Tonight he could 
tell she was feeling the burning loss of her sister, and he felt deeply 
for her. 

Grieving, Randi closed her eyes, overwhelmed by sorrow. In her 
mind, she could see her older sister clearly — the slender face, the softly 




attention. Soon she grew comfortable exploring the unknown and meet- 
ing unfamiliar people. Then she enjoyed it. Finally she craved it. 

A gift for languages had sent her on full scholarship to Harvard for 
bachelor’s degrees in Spanish and government and then to Columbia 
for a master’s in international relations. Evetyrvhcrc she went, she took 
additional language courses until she was fluent in seven. It was at Co- 
lumbia that the CIA recruited her. She had been a natural — the tweed 
and contacts of an by League education plus the wanderlust of a g)'psy. 
Rut she had turned out to be a lackadaisical operative, doing only an 
[uatc job while avoiding the tough assignments . . , until Mike died 
omalia. 

Jntouched by bullet or knife, an invisible virus had felled him in an 
, painful end. Even now it brought a catch to her throat and a 
ing regret for what might have been. 

Irat was when the inequities of life began to strangle her. Every- 
re she looked, people were hungry, imperiled, lied to, or repressed, 
utraged her. She had turned inward, and her work became the center 
ler life. Once she no longer had Mike, the only thing that mattered 
making the world a better, safer place, 
lut she had not made the world safer for Sophia. 

!he inhaled, trying to calm her emotions. She forced herself to focus, 
had a goal. She knew she would never be able to like Smith and 
rably never to really trust him, but that no longer mattered. 

)he needed him. 

!he rose quietly, her blanket mapped around her. She gazed around 
lie sleeping men. Carrying her Uzi, she crept across to where Jon 
She stretched out beside him. He turned his head to look at her. 
You all right?” he asked quietly. 

>he .ignored the kindness in his voice. She whispered, "Let’s get one 
thing straight. 1 understand intellectually you didn’t mean to kill Mike, 
Lassa is hard to tell from malaria at first, and it could’ve killed him 
an)’way. But it might not have if you’d diagnosed it in time.and gotten 
help.” 



“Randi!” 

“Shhh. I don’t know that I’ll ever be able to forgive you. You were 
too cavalier. Presumptuous. You thought you knew it all. 

“I was anogant, yes. But I was mostly ignorant. So are most army 
doctors when it comes to rare tropical diseases.” He sighed wearily. "I 
was WTong. Fatally mong. But it wasn’t from not caring or being careless. 
1 just didn’t know. It’s not an excuse, it’s an explanation. Lassa is still 
mistaken for malaria. I tried to tell you Mike's death was the reason 1 
transferred to USAMRIID, so I could become an authority on infectious 
diseases. It was the only way 1 could make up for what had happened — 
make sure it never happened again to another army doctor. I’m so sorry 
he died, and I deeply regret the role I played in it.” He gazed at her. 
"Death is damnably final, isn’t it?” 

She heard the pain in his voice and knew he must be thinking about 
Sophia again. Part of her wanted to forgive him and put it all behind 
her, but she could not. Despite his contrition and efforts to make 
amends, he could still be the same old cowboy, galloping heedlessly 
through life as he pursued his private interests. 

But right now that was irrelevant. “1 have a proposition for you.” 

He crossed his arms over his blanket and frowned. “Okay. Let’s 
hear it.” 

'You want to find out who killed Sophia, and so do I. I need your 
scientific knowledge to help me track the people behind the virus. You 
need my contacts and other abilities. Together we make a good team.” 

He studied her face, so like Sophia’s. Her voice was Sophia’s voice, 
but her toughness was her own. To work Mth her was appealing . . . and 
dangerous. He could not look at her without remembering Sophia and 
feeling a raw rush of pain. He knew he had to go on with his life, but 
Mth Randi around, would he be able to? She looked so much like her 
sister, they could have been identical hvins. He had loved Sophia. He 
did not love Randi. And to work with her could cause him endless grief. 

So he said, “There’s nothing you can do for me. This isn’t a good 
idea. Thanks, but no thanks.” 
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She said roughly, “This isn’t about you or me. This is about Sophia 
and all the millions of people out there who are going to die.” 

"It is about you and me,” he corrected her. “If we can’t worh to- 
gether, neither of us will accomplish a damn thing. WTiatever chance I 
have of getting to the bottom of this will evaporate in arguments and 
hard feelings." His voice lowered and he growled. "Understand this. 1 
don’t give a flying leap what you think of me. All I care about is Sophia 
and stopping her killers. You can continue on the rest of your life still 
hauling around your precious load of anger if that’s what you want. 1 
don’t have time. I’ve got something far more important to do. I’m going 
to stop this scourge, and I don’t need you to help me do it.” 

He had taken her breath away. She was silent, stunned that her rage 
at him showed so much. Also, she felt guilty, which she was not ready 
to admit. “I could turn you in. Right now, I could go to Donoso, whisper 
in his ear, and he'd have the military police waiting for you when we 
land in Turkey. Don’t look at me like that, Jon. I’m just laying out the 
alternatives. You say you don’t need me, and 1 say you do. But the tmth 
is, 1 don’t play dirty with people I respect, and I respect you for every- 
thing I've seen in Iraq. Which means even if you and I can’t work out 
'something. I’ll say nothing to Donoso.” She hesitated. "Sophia loved 
you. That’s important, too. I may never get over Mike’s death, but that 
won’t stop me from working cooperatively with you. For instance, do 
you have any idea what you’re going to do once I get us into the United 
States?” ^ 

Smith scratched his chin. All of a sudden the potential had shifted. 
"You can get me into the United States?” 

"Sure. No problem. I’ll be offered a transport or some other military 
flight back home. I’ll take you with me. Those U.N. credentials arc 
perfect.” 

He nodded. ‘You think you can get your hands on a computer with 
a modem, too, before we arrive?” 

"Depends. For how long?” 

With luck, a half hour. Tlicrc’s a Web site I need to check to find 
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out where to meet my friends. They’ve been investigating certain as- 
pects of the situation while I’ve been gone. Assuming they survived, of 
course.” 

“Of course.” 

She stared at him, relieved and surprised at his pragmatism. He was 
a lot more complicated than she had suspected. Also a lot more decisive. 

She was almost ready to apologize when he said, “You’re tired. I can 
see it in your face. Get some sleep. We’ve got a busy day tomorrow.” 

He had ice in his veins. But that was what she needed. Without ever 
saying so, he had agreed to work with her. As she turned away and closed 
her eyes, she said a silent prayer that they would succeed. 




Part Four 




Chapter 

Thirty-Eight 


5:32 P.M., Wednesday, October 22 
Washington, D.C. 

At last count, -nearly a infllion had died worldwide. Tragically, hun- 
dreds of millions were ill with the symptoms of a heavy cold that could 
be the first onslaught of the deadly virus no one had a scientific name 
for yet. Hysteria swept across the hemispheres like the four horsemen 
of the Apocalj'pse. In the United States, hospitals were flooded svith the 
ill and the frightened, and the loss of confidence over the past few days 
had driven down the stock market by a shocking fifty percent. 

In President Castilla’s private office in the W^iite House Treaty 
Room, a row of colorful Kachina dolls svith feather headdresses and 
leather loincloths stood on the marble mantelpiece. As he studied them, 
he could almost hear the heavy, rhythmic stamp of Indian feet and the 
hortatory medicine chants to save the world. 

He had left the frantic West Wing to find respite in his home office 
so he could polish an important speech he was scheduled to deliver to 
a dinner of Midwest party leaders in Chicago next week. But he could 
not write. The words- seemed trivial. 



Would any of them even be alive next week? 

He answered his own question: Not unless some miracle stopped the 
raging pestilence that had been loosed upon tbe world, and that would 
take more than the dances and chants of Kachinas, real or imaginary. 

He pushed the legal pad and its offending words away. He was about 
to stand and leave the room when a heavy knock sounded on the closed 
door. 

Samuel Adams Castilla stared at it. For a second, he held his breath. 
“Come in.” 

Surgeon General Jesse Oxnard entered, not running but walking very 
fast. Behind him, HHS Secretary Nancy Petrelli trotted to keep up. 
White House Chief of Staff Charles Ouray strode in after her. Bringing 
up the rear was Secretary of State Norman Knight, who carried his 
metal-rimmed reading glasses as if he had just pulled them from his 
nose. He looked solemn and uneasy. 

But Surgeon General Oxnard’s heavy jowls quivered with excitement. 
“TTicy’re out of danger, sir!” His thick mustache pumped up and down 
as he continued, “The volunteer virus victims . . . Blanchard’s semm 
cured them. Every last one!” 

Nancy Petrelli was triumphant in a baby-blue knit suit: “They’re re- 
covering rapidly, sir. All of them.” She nodded her silver head. "It’s like 
a miracle.” 

“Tliank God.” 'The president slumped back into his chair as if he 
had suddenly gone weak. ‘Tou’re absolutely sure, Jesse? Nancy?” 

‘Tessir,” Nancy Petrelli assured him. 

“Absolutely,” the surgeon general enthused. 

“What’s the status at Blanchard?” 

“Victor Tremont is waiting to be told to start shipping the serum.” 

Charles Ouray explained, “He’s waiting for the FDA to approve it." 
'Pile White House chief of staff’s voice had an ominous tone. He crossed 
thick arms over his round paunch. “Director Cormano over there says 
that’ll take at least three months.” 

“Three months? God in heaven.” .The president reached for his 
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phone. “Zora, get me Heni>- Cormano over at the FDA. Right nov,r 
He returned the handset to its cradle. He stared at it, outraged. Are 
we all to perish under our own stupidit)-?” 

The secretary of state cleared his throat “The FDA is there to pro- 
tect us from the mistakes of overeagemess and fear, Mr. President. 
That’s why we have the agency.” 

The president’s lips turned down with irritation. “There s a time to 
know when the fear is so big and so real that the protection is irrelevant. 
Norm. When the cauh’on is more dangerous than the possible mistake. 
The phone buzzed, and President Castilla snatched it. 

“Cormano — ” he began and then sat in smoldering silence, foot tap- 
ping impatiently, as the FDA director stated his case. At last the pres- 
ident snapped, “Okay, Cormano, hold it. What can happen that’s worse 
than what is happening? Uh-huh, Dairunit, it’s horrible now.” He lis- 
tened for another angry minute. “Henry, listen to me. Really listen. The 
rest of the world will approve this serum now that it’s cured victims of 
a vims you sdentists can't even tell me where it came from. You want 
Americans to be the only ones continuing to die while you 'protect’ 
them? Yes, 1 know that’s unfair, hut it’s what theyll say and it’s true. 
Approve the serum, Henrj'. Then you can write a long memo blasting 
me with why you didn't want to and what a goddamned ogre I am.” 
He paused to listen, gave up, and shouted, “Nol Do it now!” 

Castilla slammed the phone into its cradle and glared at everyone in 
the Treaty Room until his gaze settled on the surgeon general. 

He barked, “WTien can they ship?” 

Jesse Oxnard shot back, “Tomorrow afternoon.” 

"TheyTI need to pay their costs,” Nancy Petrelli pointed out. “Plus 
a reasonable return on investment. It’s what we agreed to, and it’s fair.” 

“Money will be wired tomorrow,” the president decided, “right after 
the first batch leaves their lab.” 

"What if a nation can’t pay?” Nancy Petrelli asked. 

Advanced nations will have to cover the impoverished nations’ 
costs,” the president told them. “It s been arranged.” 
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Secretar)' of State Knight was shocked. "Tfie pharmaceutical com- 
pany wants money up front?” 

Chief of Staff Ouray scowled. "1 thought this was pro bono.” 

The surgeon general shook his head, chiding them. “No one provides 
vaccines or serums for nothing, Charlie. You think the flu vaccine we 
want everyone in the nation to have every’ winter is free?" 

Nancy Petrelli explained, "Blanchard incurred enormous expense de- 
veloping the biotechnology and facilities to produce the antiserum in 
quantity to see if it could be done so we’d have such facilities in the 
future. They expected to recoup over a long period. But now we need 
it all and fast. They’re way out on a financial limb.” 

"1 don’t know about this, Mr. President,” Norman Knight worried. 
"I guess I have some reservations about ‘miracles.’ ’’ 

“Especially when they don’t come cheap,” Ouray added, an edge of 
sarcasm in his voice. 

The president slammed his fist onto his desk, jumped up, and paced 
into the center of the room. “Dammit, Charlie, what’s the matter with 
you? Haven’t you been listening these last few days?” He prowled hack 
j behind his desk and leaned over it, facing them. “Almost one million 
dead! Untold millions who could be dying any day. And you want to 
argue about dollars? About a reasonable return for stockholders? In this 
country? We preach tliat economic view as the only right and fair way, 
dammit! We can end the scourge of this awful virus right now. Tliis 
minute. And it’ll be fast and cheap compared to what we spend every 
year fighting flu, cancer, malaria, and AIDS.” He spun on his heel to 
peer out the Treaty Room window as if looking out on the entire planet. 
“It could really be a miracle, people!” 

They waited unspeaking, awed by the righteous rage of their taciturn 
leader. 

But when he turned to face them again, he had calmed himself. His 
voice was quiet and compelling. “Call it God’s will, if you like. You 
cynics and secularists arc always doubting the unknown, the spiritual. 
W^ell, there arc more things on heaven and earth, gentlemen and lady. 
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than arecfraarnefcr fkvrnirpMlasnpHes. If that’s too highbrow fo^^•ou. 
how about ‘Don’t Icclr a gifr hone rn the friggin’ mouth’?’’ 

“It doesn’t appear its sours; ta be exactly a gift," Ouray said. 

“Oh, for God’s sate, Charlie. Give it up. It’s a miracle. Let’s enioy 
it. Let’s cekbrats. We’II have a big ceremony accepting the first ship- 
ment up there at Blanchard’s headquarters in the Adirondacks. .A beau- 
tiful setting. I’ll fly there, too.” He smiled as the ramifications stnid 
him. At last there was good news, and he knew exactly how to use it 
His voice rose again, but this time in e.Kcited anticipation. “In fact let s 
bring all the world leaders in by closed-circuit TV. I’ll give Tremont the 
Medal of Freedom. IVe’re going to stop this epidemic in its tracks one 
honor those who’ve helped us.” He gave a wicked grin. “Of course, it’s 
not too shabby for our political aspirations either. After all. we’ve set 
to think of the next election.” 


5:37 P.M. 
Lima, Peru 


Amid the gilt and marble of his office, the deputi' minister smiled. 
The important Enghshman said, “Everyone who goes into .Amazonia 
needs a permit from your ministry, correct?” 

“T^ery tme, the deputy minister agreed. 

“Including scientific expeditions?” 


“Especially." 

“These records are open to the public?” 

Of course. We are a cfemccraqvyes?” 

■ *= Eidishman agreed. Tliea Ine-dto-- 

age, 


“ft is no trauhfe: at ail..” ae ^ ^ 

-Eee. ge ,1 ’ 

■i-iS fee =f a gffire.et geiZiZ,- 
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“Destroyed? How?” 

“1 am not certain.” The deputy minister spread Viis hands in apology. 
“It was a long time ago. There was much turmoil from unimportant 
factions that wished a coup. Sendero Luminoso and others. You un- 
derstand.” 

“I’m not certain I do.” The important Englishman smiled, too. 

“Ah?” 

“I don’t recall an attack on the interior ministry.” 

“Perhaps when they were being photocopied.” 

“You should have a record of that.” 

'The deputy minister was unperturbed. “As 1 said, a different gove 
ment,” 

“I will speak with the minister himself, if 1 may.” 

"Of course, but, alas, he is out of the city.” 

“Really? 'That’s odd, since I saw him only last night at a concert. 

'Tou arc mistaken. He is on vacation. In Japan, I believe.” 

“It must have been someone else I saw.” 

“The minister is unremarkable in appearance.” 

1 “There you arc, then.” 'The Englishman smiled as he stood a 
bowed slightly to the deputy minister, who returned a pleasant ni 
'Tire Englishman left. 

Outside on the wide boulevard of the elegant old city famed for 
colonial architecture, the Englishman, whose name W'as Carter Lctissi 
flagged down a taxi and gave the address of his Miraflores house. In I 
taxi, his smile evaporated. He sat back and swore. 

The bastard had been bought. And recently, too. Othcrsvisc, the m 
istcr would have allowed Lctissicr to waste his time in the files only 
discover the records really were missing. Instead, the records must r 
have been destroyed yet. But Letissier also knew they would be gone 
the time he could get an appointment with the minister. He glanc 
at his watch. 'Tlic ministry was closing. Given the normal lazy habits 
Peruvian deputy' ministers, the records would not actually disappear i 
til tomorrow morning at the earliest. 
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■Three hours later, the grand offices of the Ministry of the Interior 
were dark. Armed with his 10mm Browning semiautomatic, Carter Le- 
tissicr broke in dressed completely in black and wearing the black boots 
and antiflash hood with respirator of the British SAS counterterrorist 
commando. At one time he had been a captain of the 22nd SAS Reg- 
iment, a proud and memorable period in his life. 

He went directly to the filing cabinet he had learned contained Am- 
azonian documents, found the section on permits, and extracted the 
folders for the two years he needed. He erected and flicked on the 
minute lamp he had brought with him. Under it, he opened the folders 
and photographed the pages with his minicamera. As soon as he had 
finished, he returned everything to where it belonged, collapsed hb 
light, and slipped back out into tbe night. 

In his private darkroom in the Miraflores house, Letissier, now a wcll- 
knorvn importer of cameras and equipment to Peru, developed the film. 
NVhen the negatives were dry, he made large prints. 

Grinning, he dialed a long scries of numbers and w-aited. “Letissier 
here. I have the names of those who led scientific teams to the location 

you wished in the years you wished. You have paper and pencil ready 
Peter?” 



Chapter 

Thirty-Nine 


10:01 A-^^^ Thunday, October 25 
Syracuse, New York 

The old industrial citj' of Syracuse was nestled in the au 
hills of central Nesv York state, a land of rolling farmland, 
and independent-minded people who enjoyed the great ou', , 
the safety of their sprawling lakeside metropolis. Jonathan 5 
all this because his grandparents had lived here, and he had V; 
yearly. A decade ago, they had retired to Florida, where they i 
surfed, and happily gambled until first his grandmother hac 
heart attack, and then within three months his grandfath;'” 
lowed, too lonely to go on. 

Jon gaaed out the window of the rented Oldsmobilc that 
driving. As they sped along, she shifted lanes, preparing to !e: 
state 81 going south to join Route 5 east toward where they i ; 
find Marty. From here he could see familiar landmarks in tl; 
city — the historic brick Armory, the Weighlock Building, and 
University’s recent Carrier Dome. He svas glad the old built 
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still standing, an affirmation that there was some sort of continuity in 
this precarious world. 

He was tired and tense. It had been a long trip from the Iraqi desert 
to S}Tacuse, New York. As Gabriel Donoso had promised, a Harrier fcl 
had picked them up and flown them to Incirlik Air Base in Turkey. 
There Randi had finessed a ride on a C-17 cargo jet. Once aloft, she 
had sweet-talked the copilot out of his notebook computer, and Jon had 
tapped into the Internet to search OASIS, the Asperger’s syndrome 
Web site. Finally he had found Marty’s message on the ABCs of Par- 
enting page, part of the ^^^eb site’s extended Web ring; 

Coughing Wolf, 

A riddle: Who is attacked, separated, stays home with Hart's 

erroneous comedy 5 ways east, is colored lake green or thereabouts, 

and whose letter is stolen? 

Edgar A. 

“That’s the message?” Randi had read it over his shoulder skeptically. 
“Your name’s not even on it. And there sure as hell isn't any ‘ZcIIcrbach’ 
mentioned.” 

“I'm Coughing,” he explained. “Think: Smith Brothers cough drops. 
My uncle who treated Mart)' swore by them. Marty and 1 joked about 
it all the time. Horrible-tasting black things. And what does a wolf do?” 

“Howls.” She rolled her eyes. “Howell. Unbelievable. Tliat’s really 
stretching it.” 

He smiled. “That’s why we agreed to address our messages to each 
other that way. We figured they’d expect us to use E-mail to commu- 
nicate, but going through the Asperger’s site gave us a place to hide 
out, as long as we came up with some kind of personal code. For Mart)’ 
and me, since wc grew up together, it’s no problem. We have a lot of 
shared history to draw on.” 

“So he fashioned this message from allusions the three of you would 
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understand but rvitb any luck they wouldn’t.” She crouched next to 
him. “Okay, I’m hooked. Translate it.” 

"The first two things are obvious: Marty and Peter were 'attacked,' 
and had to ‘separate.’ But Marty ‘stayed home.’ That is, he’s in the RV' 
someplace and may still not know where Peter is." 

“Clear as a bell,” she said with more than a little sareasm. “So where 
are Mr. Zellerbach and the RV?” 

“In Syracuse, New York, of coune.” 

She frowned. “Enlighten me.” 

“ ‘Hart’s erroneous eomedy.’ ” 

"Tliat tells you he's in Syracuse?” 

“Absolutely. Rogers and Hart’s Broadway musical The Boys from Syr- 
acuse was based on Shakespeare's The Comedy of Errors. So, Marty’s in 
the RV somewhere in or near Syracuse.” 

“And 'five ways east?’ ” 

"Ah! That was particularly clever of him. I’ll bet wc’ll find him on 
some kind of Highway ‘five’ on the ‘east’ side leading into Syracuse." 

She was doubtful. “I'll believe it when 1 see it.” 
j They had landed at Andrews Air Force Base outside Washington and 
caught a ride over to Dulles, where they had eaten breakfast and bought 
new clothes — simple dark trousers, turtlenecks, and jackets. They had 
discarded what they had worn in Baghdad and boarded a commercial 
flight for Syracuse, They had been watchful the entire morning, their 
gazes never ceasing to look for anyone too curious. For Jon, the entire 
trip had been one of fighting off tension between the two of them. He 
was getting over the shock of looking at Randi and thinking for a mo- 
ment she was Sophia. But still, the fact was unchangeable: 'Tire face, 
voice, and body were so close that it kept his pain simmering. He was 
amazed that they worked together as well as they did, and he w'as grate- 
ful for her help in getting him out of Iraq and back into the United 
States. 

A half-hour ago they had landed at Hancock International Airport 
northeast of SyTacuse, where Randi had rented the Oldsmobile Cutlass. 
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Now they were on Route 5 — there was no Interstate 5 — svatching botli 
sides of the road as they skirted the city, 

“ ‘Colored lake green,’ ” he read. "Something on this highway refers 
to the color green, and it involves a lake. A landmark. Maybe a motel.” 

“If you’ve interpreted the gibberish right,” Randi pointed out, "we 
could pass something like that a hundred times and not notice.” 

He shook his head. “I’ll know. Marty wouldn’t give us anything that 
hard to figure out once we’d gotten this far. Keep driving." 

They cruised through the suburb of FaycttcWllc, still searching for 
the final references in the message. They were gro\n'ng discouraged. 
They passed country clubs, malls, car dealerships, used-car lots, and all 
the other satellite businesses of the citified suburb that had once been 
a countr}’ town. Nothing rang a bell. 

Suddenly Jon froze. Then his arm shot out and he pointed. “There!" 
On their left was a pole sign at the entrance to a large park: GR£EN’ 
LAKES STATE PARK. “Both lake’ and ‘green.’ ” His voice was c.-rcited. 
“The message says ‘or thereabouts,' so he’s got to be holed up some- 
where nearby.” 

Randi’s gaze was on the traffic as she expertly moved from lane to 
lane so they could keep their slower speed without interfenng ;T.-.th the 
flow. “Looks as if you’ve been right so far. Let’s see if 1 can help. Okas, 
now it refers to a letter that's been stolen and the message is signed 
‘Edgar A.’ ” She drummed her fingers on the steenng wheel, “^\■hat 
strikes me is Edgar Allan Poe's ‘The Purloined Letter.’ Does that help?" 

Jon was staring off into the distance, trying to put himself in Marty's 
place. Marty w'as an electronics wizard, but he also cn|oy cd arcane in- 
formation and trisia. “That’s it! So where’s a missing letter best hidden? 
In a letter rack, of course, with other letters where no one will notice. 
The best place to hide something is in plain sight." 

“Then your friend is saying he’s hidden where we can see him. Wliaf 
the hell does that mean?” 

“He’s talking about the RV, not about himself. Turn thecara'dp- 
back the way we came.” ^ 
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Annoyed at his bossiness, Randi pulled off into a side street, U- 
tumed, and spun back onto the road toward Syracuse itself. "Did you 
see something earlier?” 

Smith’s blue eyes were alight. "Remember those car dealerships lin- 
ing the road on the other side of Fayetteville? I think one of them was 
an RV lot.” 

Randi began to laugh. “That's just dumb enough to be where he is.” 

Watching carefully, they drove through Fayetteville once more. Tire 
city seemed longer, more chaotic. Jon was getting impatient. 

Then he saw it. "Tlrat’s it. On the right.” His voice was compressed 
excitement. 

She said, “1 see it.” 

Ahead spread a mammoth lot crammed svith a variety of recreational 
vehicles, new and used. Sunlight played across them, and the metallic 
vehicles glowed. There was no showroom, only a wood-sided sales office 
where a man wearing sunglasses and a polyester suit sat in a lawn chair 
in front, reading a newspaper. 

"Doesn't look busy. Tliat could be a break for us.” Randi drove past, 
^ . turned the comer, and parked in the shade of a large flaming maple. 

Jon decided, "We’d better scout it on foot to be safe.” 

They walked back, alert tor surveillance. Cars and trucks continued 
along the busy road. No one sat inside parked vehicles. The few pedes- 
trians strode past without paying much attention. No one leaned against 
the buildings across the street, pretending to be waiting for someone 
while in reality they were on watch. From where they walked, they could 
see the man sitting in front of the sales office. About forty feet distant, 
be turned the page of his paper, engrossed. 

Everything appeared normal. 

Jon and Randi exchanged a look and quietly stepped over a loose 
chain that fenced the lot. They slipped between two RVs and searched 
the packed area. Tliey sped past tow after tow of campers, trailers, and 
RVs. Smith was beginning to think he had been wrong, that this was 
not where Marty had gone to around Trin-iH.. »! , , • 
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of vehicles, which backed up to a stand of sycamores, maples, and oaks. 
A breeze rustled through the woods, disturbing the mounds of colored 
leaves that had already fallen. 

“Jesus.” He let out a long, shocked breath. “There it is.” Peter’s RVwas 
at the ver}’ back among a long row of dusty used vehicles that appeared to 
have been for sale a long time. Its metal sides had been ripped up by what 
had to have been gunfire, and several of its windows were shot out. 

“Wow.” Randi took a deep breath. “What happened to it?” 

Jon shook his head worriedly. “Doesn’t look good.” 

No one was in sight. They split up, and, weapons in hand, recon- 
noitered. ^\T^en they saw nothing suspicious even in the woods, they 
approached the trashed vehicle. 

“I don’t hear anything inside,” Randi whispered. 

“Maybe Mart’s sleeping.” 

He reached to ti}’ the door, and it opened in his hand as if it had 
been closed so hurriedly that the latch had failed to catch. 

'They jumped back, their weapons ready. 'The door swung back and 
forth in eerie silence. No one appeared. After another minute, Smitr. 
climbed up into the living room. Behind him, Randi aimed her mfr.:- 
Uzi around the interior, her fierce black gaze sweeping it 

Jon called softly, “Mart? Peter?” 

There rs-as no answer. 

Jon padded forward across the cramped interior. P^andi, her ’cacr rc 
him, advanced in the other direction toward the driver’s cab, A cc:: " 
Cheerios, Marty’s favorite dry cereal, stood beside a bowl cr. tne krc-cen 
table. The spoon was still in the bowl, as was a puddle cf ccncesrcr 
milk. One bunk had been slept in. It was a Jumble of sheets ^r.c 
kets. The computer was on, but opened only to the desztuc. ar.o 
bathroom was empty. 

Randi returned. “No one up front.” 

“No one anywhere,” Jon said. “But Marty was here cor -•r- — ^ 
shook his head. “I don’t like it. He hates to go cur s: 
contact with strangers. Where could he have gone.- .r-~ ■*** - 
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"What about your other friend? The M16 person?" 

“Peter Howell. No sign of him cither.” 

They studied the silence and emptiness. There was a sense of aban- 
donment. Jon was at a loss and very worried about Marty and Peter. 

Randi was peering at the interior, at the bullet holes that had eaten 
up sections of the walls and destroyed some of the hanging maps. 
“There was one hell of a battle, from the looks of it.” 

He nodded. “My guess is Peter must have had armor sheeting built 
in under the R\^s metal skin. Look at where the shots landed. The only 
way the bullets, got inside was through the windows.” 

“And the fire fight obviously wasn’t here. We’d have seen signs outside.” 

"Agreed. Marty, Peter, or both escaped in the RV and were hiding 
out here,” 

"We’d better search more thoroughly.” 

Jon sat at the computer to look for what Marty had been working 
on, but Marty had applied some kind of password that blocked him. 
For a half hour he tried to break through. He keyed in the name of 
Marty’s street in Washington, his birth date, the names of his parents, 
the name of the street where he had grown up, their elementary school. 
They were all traditional sources for passwords, and Marty had probably 
used them in the past. But not now. 

Smith was shaking his head in discouragement when Randi called 
out. He turned quickly. 

“Look! Now we know who has the serum!” 

She was sitting on the small sofa, all long legs and blond dishevel- 
ment. As she leaned fonvard, her blond curls fell toward her eyes, and 
her pink lips were pursed in thought. He could see her long dark lashes 
even across the room. Her twill trousers had pulled up a little, and her 
slender ankles showed above her tennis shoes. Her breasts were outlined 
high and round under her tight white turtleneck. She was beautiful. 
With the intense expression on her face, she looked so like Sophia, and 
for a moment he regretted agreeing to work with her. 
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Then he pushed it all away. He knew he had made the right decision, 
ind they had to get on with it. "What have you got?" 

She had been going through the piles on the coffee table. She held 
ap a copy of The New York Times so he could see the front-page banner 
headline; 

BLANCHARD PHARJIACEUTIGALS HAS CURE 


He crossed the room in three long steps. “1 recognize the company 
name. What does the article say?” 

w ** ... 

She read aloud: 


At a special press conference last night. 
President Castilla announced that prc-_^ 
hwinary tests showed a new servw haJ}^ 
cured a dozen victims of the unknoKriy 
virus that is sweeping the world. « 

Originally developed to cure a njtm- 
key virus found in a remote area of 
the serum was the result of a decade-lir^^ 
research-and-development program iniK 'i 
little-known viruses at Blanchard PhariN 
maceuticals that was initiated by its 
CEO and chairman, Victor Tremont. 

“We are grateful for the foresight Dr. 
Tremont and Blanchard showed in inves- 
tigating unknown viruses," the president 
said last night. “With their serum, we arc 
optimistic we will be able to save many 
lives and stop this terrible epidemic." 

Twelve nations have placed orden fer 
the serum and others are expected fc 
make formal requests shortly. 

President Castilla said he wcidc sr- 
tend a ceremony at 5:00 P.M. tadaj 
oring Tremont and Blanchard 
company’s headquarters in Lerx 
The ceremony will be hroaccssr. 
the worid. ... 
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Jon and Randi stared at each other. 

“The article says it was a dccadc-long project,” he said. 

"You’re thinking about Desert Storm.” 

‘Tou bet I am,” he said angrily. "Nineteen ninety-one. Maybe they 
had nothing to do with infecting the twelve victims. This is a monkey 
sirus, and we can’t be sure it’s the same virus that we’ve been working 
on, even though the serum apparently cures it. But I’ve got to wonder. 
Now they come forward with a serum? Very convenient.” 

"Too convenient,” she agreed. “Especially since we know three were 
cured last year in Iraq and three here just last week. But as far as we 
know, it’s a different virus.” 

“Suspicious as hell.” 

She said, “You don’t believe it’s a different virus.” 

“As a scientist, it’s such a remote possibility that the only alternative 
that comes to mind is some madman from the company stole it and 
decided to play God. Or Satan, if you will.” 

"But how did the epidemic break out? Awfully good timing that 
Blanchard happens to have a serum that works on monkeys and appar- 
ently on people. How could Blanchard or anyone know it’d break out 
now', or ever?” 

He grimaced. "I’ve been wondering the same thing.” 

They stared at each other in silence. 

That was when they heard a faint sound behind the RV. A twig 
snapped. 

Randi swept up her Uzi, and Jon pulled the big Beretta from his 
waistband. In the cramped RV, they listened intently. No more twngs 
broke, but there was a light rustle of something moving among fallen 
leaves. 

It could have been the wind or an animal, but Randi did not believe 
it. Her chest tightened. "One,” she estimated. “No more.” 

Jon agreed, but: “It could be a scout sent ahead, the rest rvatching. 
Maybe from the trees back there." 

"Or a diversion, and the others out front.” 



The sound ceased. There was irothing but the distant traffic. 

‘Tou take the back,” he said. 'Til take the front.” 

He flattened against the wall next to a front window, inched to tl 
edge, and looked out toward the door and studied the row of used R\ 
He saw no movement. 

“Quiet back here,” Randi whispered as she scrutinized the woo 
that formed the back perimeter of the lot. 

“There ’re too many blind spots,” he decided. “We'll have to go ou' 

Randi nodded. ‘Tou go left. I’ll go right. I'll lead.” 

“I’ll lead.” He raised the Beretta and reached to fling open the doi 

Suddenly there was a loud click and a scraping of wood on woi 
behind them. 

They whirled like a pair of synchronous swimmers at the Olympii 
their weapons ready. 

Surprised, they watched four squares of the large geometric patte 
on the vinyl floor swing up, instantly followed by a Heckler & Ko' 
MP5 submachine gun. 

Jon instantly recognized the weapon. “Peter!” He forced himself 
relax the finger on his trigger. “It’s okay, Randi.” 

She frowmed and stared suspiciously as the lined, leathery face 
Peter Howell emerged as far as his shoulders. He wore a trench co 
over his black commando clothes. 

Instantly he pointed the H&K at Randi. “Who?” 

Jon said, “Randi Russell. Sophia’s sister. She’s CIA. It’s a long story 

‘Tell me later,” Peter said. "They’ve got Marty.” 



Chapter 

Forty 


10:32 A.M. 

Lake Magua, New York 

Marty’s head rotated as he gazed around the windowless room with 
its dank basement smell and single cot. He concentrated hard to sec it. 
^\^lerc he sat tied to a chair with thin nylon rope, his mind was Boating 
in a luminescent cloud above everyone’s heads, dazzling and airy' and 
all-knowing. He loved the feeling of floating, his heary body so light he 
seemed cffer\'csccnt. Part of him knew' he had been too long bch\’ccn 
doses of Mideral, but the rest of him did not care. 

He was annoyed. “You must realize all this is absolutely ridiculous 
at your ages. Cops and robbers! Really! I assure you I have much more 
important matters to attend to than sitting here answering your stupid 
questions. I demand you take me back to the phamiacy instantly!" 

His voice was firm, even arrogant, and in the chair in the basement 
room of Victor Tremont’s grand lodge he drew' himself up defiantly. 
'Tliese people would not intimidate him! With whom did they think 
they were dealing? Zounds, the rascals and poltroons 'would soon know 
that it was unwise, even dangerous, to attempt to do battle with him! 
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“We do not play games, Mr. Zellerbach,” Nadal al-Hassan said 
coldly. “We will know where Smith is, and w'e will know' at this mo- 
ment.” 

“No one can know where Jon Smith is! The w'orld cannot contain 
him or me. We fly through a different time, in another universe. Your 
puny world does not have enough gravit}- to hold us. We are infinite! 
Infinite!” Marty blinked up at the pockmarked Arab. “My goodness, your 
face. How terrible. Smallpox, I should guess. You’re lucky to have sur- 
vived. Do you know how’ many died ov’er the centuries from that dread- 
ful scourge? How long and at what cost it has taken the w'orld to 
eradicate the disease? There are still two or three test tubes of it in deep 
freezers. ^Vhy — ” 

Marty rambled on as it sitting at his ease in some armchair and 
discoursing with a group of students on the history' of viral diseases. 
“There’s a new virus breaking out right now. It’s deadly, Jon tells me. 
He says he thinks someone actually has it and is killing people wath it. 
Can you imagine?” 

“What else does Jon say about this virus?” Victor Tremont asked, 
smiling and friendly. 

“Oh, a great deal. He’s a scientist, you know'.” 

“Perhaps he know's who has it? What they plan to do with it?” 

“Well, 1 assure you, we — ” Marty stopped and his eyes narrowed. 
“Ah, you are trying to trick me! Me! You fools, you cannot outwit The 
Paladin! I will speak no more.” He clamped his lips tightly together. 

Exasperated, al-Hassan muttered an Arabic curse and raised his fist. 

Victor Tremont put out a hand. “No. Not yet. The medicine he got 
at the pharmacy where Maddux found him is Mideral, one of a new 
family of central nerv'ous sj'stem stimulants. With what you learned 
from his doctor, we know' he has a type of autism. From his behav'ior, 
1 d say he s off the medicine and irrational.” 

“Then can we learn nothing about where Jonathan Smith is?” al- 
Hassan asked. 

‘^On fhp mnfranr k;*. Xif:j ^ . . • . 


he wii calm and come crashing back to reality. If his condition is As- 
perger’s sjndrome, he may be exceptionally intelligent. But the Midcral 
will slow him down and make him a little dull. At the same time, he'll 
be able to recognize he’s in danger. We should be able to get what we 
need from him then." 

Mart)' sang loudly. He barely noticed when al-Hassan untied one of 
his hands and gave him a pill and a glass of water. He stopped to s\vallow 
the pill then resumed singing as al-Hassan tied him again. 

Victor Tremont and the Arab watched as his vocalizing slowly faded, 
his anogant pose slumped against the ropes, and his feverishly bright 
eyes turned quiet. 

“I think )’ou can question him now,” Tremont said. 

Al-Hassan smiled his wolf smile and walked around to face Marty. 
“So, let us begin again, Mr. Zellerbach, eh?” 

Marty looked up at the lean, dour Arab. He cowered on the chair. 
Tlic man was too close, and he looked evil. The other man — the tall 
one — stood on Marty’s other side. He was too close as well, and too 
menacing. Marty could smell them. Strangers. He could barely breathe. 
He wanted to make them go away. Leave him atone. 

“WTiere is your friend )on Smith?” 

Marty quavered in the chair. “It-ltaq.” 

“Good. He was in Iraq. But he is now back in America. Where Mil 
he go now?” 

Marty blinked up at them as they leaned closer, eager. He re- 
membered posting the message to Jon on the Web site. Maybe Jon 
had already found it and was heading toward the RV, He fers'cntly 
hoped so. 

He felt his teeth grind. No! No, he would not tell them. “I — 1 don’t 
know.” 

The Arab muttered another curse and swung his fist. Marty screamed 
with fear. 

Pain exploded in his head, and a great wave of black rolled over him. 

“Damn.” Victor Tremont knotted his fists. "He’s unconscious." 
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"But I did not strike him with that much force,” al-Hassan protested. 

Trcmont scowled with disgust. "Well have to wait until he comes 
to and tr>- something less physical.” 

"There are ways.” 

“But svith him, it rvill be tricky not to kill him. You saw how excitable 
he is.” 

They stared in frustration at the silent Marty, whose head hung 
limply fonvard, his body lashed to the chair. 

"Or,” V^ictor Trcmont began to smile. He paused as his shrewd mind 
W'orked on an idea. “I have a much better w-ay to find what we need to 
know.” He nodded. “Yes, a much better idea.” 


10:35 A.M, 

SjTacuse, New York 

Peter How-ell peeled off his trench coat to reveal his black commando 
suit. His pale gaze surveyed the bullet-spattered interior of his high-tech 
RV. Brief sadness showed on his lined face, and then it w-as gone, over- 
taken by complete concentration as he w-alked rapidly through it, 
checking. 

“What happened to Marty?” Jon stared at the Englishman’s back as 
he turned from the driver’s scat. “Do you know where they’ve taken 
him?” 

“Spotted him at a chemist’s a few blocb from here. Pharmacy to 
you Yanks. 'There were three.” Peter’s wiry body bristled with energy- as 
he strode toward them. “The leader was that short, heavy fellow we saw 
back at the ambush on the dirt road in the Sierras.” 

Randi said, “That means the people with the virus have him?” 

Jon grimaced. “That’s what it means. Poor Mart,” 

"Will he talk?” Randi asked. 

If he had, 1 d think they’d be here bv now.” Petpr 
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"He’s not strong," Smith admitted. He described Asperger's syn- 
drome. 

“That little fellow is a lot tougher and shrewder than one would 
imagine, Jon,” Peter decided. “He’il find a svay not to cracb.” 

“Not forever. Not many can. We've got to get him out of there.’’. 

“Do we know where he is?” Randi asked Peter, 

Peter shook his head. “Unfortunately, 1 was on foot and unable to 
follow' the car they took him away in." 

“How did you figure out where to find him?" Jon asked. 

“Located the RV from his message about an hour ago.” Peter re- 
ported how he had found the RV empty, just as they had. But he had 
also found drafts of a fake doctor's prescription printed out from the 
computer. “Marty must've forged a prescription for his Midcral. He xvas 
almost out of his pills last night when we separated.” He described the 
gunfight in the park. 

Jon shook his head. “How do you think they found you?" 

“1 figure they must’ve been tailing us all the way from Detrick just 
looking for the most agreeable moment to attack. I thought I’d shaken 
£•-. any possible pursuit, but it would seem they’re quite good.” His gaze 
j settled on bullet boles that had pocked a map of Third World countries 
and shook his head. “1 went looking for the closest chemist’s shops. 1 
got to the third one just as Marty came out and those three seized 
him.” 

“No indication on the car who they were?” 

“None, I’m afraid.” 

"Then the only way we're going to find him is to find them.'’ 

“Right. A serious problem. 1 may have a solution, but first fill me in 
quickly about Iraq.” 

Smith hit the high points of his investigation in Baghdad until the 
Republican Guards’ attack in the tire shop. 

The Englishman's wrinkles expanded in a wide grin at Randi. His 
gaze swept over her in appreciation. "The CIA is improving the qu.ality 



THE HADES FACTOR 


of its agents, miss. You’re a welcome change over the usual sobersides 
in their three-piece suits. Just a garrulous old man’s opinion, mind you.” 

“Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.” Randi smiled back. “I'll be sure 
to pass on your recommendation to the director.” 

‘You do that.” Peter turned to Jon. “WTiat happened next?” His face 
went quickly sober again as he listened to what they had learned from 
Dr. Mahuk in the pediatric hospital, and how they had been captured 
by the Baghdad police who had apparently been in the pay of whoer er 
was behind the vims. 

“So three wctims were cured in Iraq, too?” The Englishman swore. 
“A diabolical experiment. Don’t like to think about the money and 
power that can actually accomplish anything in that closed-off country. 
Of course your trip confirmed the vims’s roots in the Gulf War.” He 
paused. “My turn. Got a little piece of news that blou-s the lid off this 
whole nasty business. I believe I know what Sophia discovered that was 
so important in Giscours's report from the Prince Leopold Institute.” 

Jon inhaled, excited. “What?” 

"Pern. It was Pem all along.” He described Sophia’s field trip there 
hr-clve years before as an anthropology student from Synacuse. With 
that small piece of information, he had contacted a former associate in 
Lima, who had secured a list of scientists who had trekked into the 
Pcmrian Amazonia that same year. 

Smith asked instantly, “You have the list?” 

A grin of satisfaction spread across Peter’s brown, leathery face. 
“Does a fox find the heather? Come, children.” 

As he stalked to the kitchen table, he pulled out two folded sheets 
of paper from somewhere inside his black commando outfit. He lay 
them out, flicked on the overhead light, and the three of them bent 
over, quickly reading the names. 

Peter explained, “There were a lot more in Amazonia that year, but 
not at the same times as Sophia.” 

The fourteenth leaped out at both Jon and Randi. 
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"That’s it!” Randi said. “Victor Tremonl.” 

Smith nodded grimly. "CEO and chairman of Blanchard Pharn 
ceutical. The president’s going to give him a medal today for saving t 
world with his semm. The great humanitarian, working his compa 
around the clock to produce it while he sells it only at cost.” 

"Bloody hell.” Peter shook his head. “Believe that, and you’ll belie 
we Brits acquired our empire to bring civilization to the natives.” 

“We already knew Blanchard had the serum,” Randi said, thinki 
about the newspaper story. "Now it seems Tvemont himself brought t 
virus from Peru.” 

Jon nodded. "And because he’s a scientist, he could've rccogniz 
the potential of a scrum for such a deadly virus and somehow manag 
to infect a few people during Desert Storm. He must’ve known it wasi 
very contagious and that it was slow-acting, lying in the body for ye; 
like HIV.” 

“Good God,” Peter breathed. “So he started his secret testing > 
humans in Iraq ten years ago, when he had no guarantee he’d c\ 
develop a serum to cure them when the virus went into its last fal 
stages? He’s a monster!” 

“Maybe it’s worse than that. It’s very convenient for the vims 
break out now.” Jon’s eyes were icy blue. “Somehow he made the pa 
demic start so he could cure it and make a fortune in the process.” 

Shocked silence filled the RV. Smith had spoken the words they huu 
not wanted to hear. But it was the truth, and the implications hung in 
the air like a sharp ax waiting to fall. 

Randi finally said, “How?” 

“I don’t know,” Jon admitted. “Wc’vc got to check Blanchard’s rec- 
ords. Damn, I wish Marty were here.” 

“Perhaps I can substitute,” Peter said. “I’m pretty fair with a com- 
puter, and I’ve been watching him use his own special programs for 
days.” 

“I tried, but he was using a password." 
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Peter gave a grim smile. “That I know. too. Typical of Marty’s odd 
sense of humor. The password is Stanley the Cat.” 


10:58 A.M. 

Long Lake Village, New York 

In the deep recesses of whatever honesty and integrity he had left, 
Mercer Haldane had suspected what Victor Tremont had never admi-.- 
ted: Somehow Victor had caused the pandemic that was sweqjirg tne 
world. Now, as he looked down through his office window at tie niar- 
form and giant T\^ screen that were being assembled for dns aftemcen s 
ceremony, he could keep silent no more. God in beavem the prericent 
himself was coming to send off the first official batch of semne as n 
Blanchard and Victor were Mother Teresa, Gandhi- and Einstein relied 
up into one. 

For days the moral battle had raged inside him. 

Once he had been an honorable man and had taken great pride in 
his integrit)'. But somewhere along the line of building Blanchard mto 
a world-class pharmaceutical giant, he realized now he had lost his wav 
The result was that Victor Tremont was to receive America’s revered 
Medal of Freedom for what could be the most despicable act the globe 
had ever seen. 


Mercer Haldane could not tolerate that. No matter what would bg- 
pen to him . . . even though he would probably bve to take the blame 
. . . so be it. He had to stop this tragic farce. Some thins were m.or’ 


important than money or success. 

He reached for his phone. “Mrs. Pendragun? Please get the nr 
general’s office in WasMngton. I believe you have the number ’ 
“Of course, sir. HI pet the cafi throudi immediateiv.’ 

Mercer Haldane leaned back in his executive desk ebir to w 
rested h.s neck against the cool leather and put his buds m.-h 


zr. 
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But another rvave of doubt assaulted him. With a sliock, he remembered 
again he could go to prison. 

Lose his family, his position, his fortune. He grimaced. 

On the other hand, if he said nothing, Victor ,\vould make a great 
deal of money for all of them. He knew that. 

He shook his white head. He was being a fool. Worse, a sentimental 
old fool. What did all those faceless millions really matter? They would 
die one way or another anyway, and the way life was, most would not 
expire from natural causes but from disease, hunger, war, revolution, 
earthquake, typhoon, accident, or an angry lover. There were too many 
people anysvay, especially in the Third World, and the overpopulation 
increased geometrically every year. 

Tire result was nature would strike back anysvay, as it always did, 
with famines, plagues, wars, and cosmic disasters. 

What did it matter if he and Victor and the company grew svealthy 
on the deaths of millions? 

He sighed, because the truth svas ... it mattered to him.’ 

A person controlled his fate. He remembered what the Prussians said; 
A man’s worth began only when he was willing to die for his principles, 

Mercer Haldane had been trained on principles. At one time, he had 
cherished them. If he still had a soul to save, the only way he could do 
it was to stop Victor Tremont. 

Inwardly he continued his war, his eyes closed, his neck against the 
chair pillow. As the conflict raged on, he felt ever more weak and mis- 
erable. But in the end, he knew be was going to tell the surgeon general 
everything. He iiad to. He svould pay any cost to know he had done the 
right thing. 

When he heard the door open, he uncovered his eyes and swung 
around in the chair. "Is something wrong with the connection, Mrs. 
Pendragon?" 

"Lost your nerve, Mercer?” 

Victor Tremont stood in the office. He was a towering figure in his 
expensive business suit and polished kid shoes. His thick, iron-giay hair 
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glowed in the overhead lights, and his distinctive face rvith its aquihne 
Ltures and faintly haughty expression glowered dosvn on Haldane. He 
radiated the kind of self-assurance that commanded boardrooms wth 
the ease of a great maestro before a world-class orchestra. 

Haldane lifted his old eyes to gaze at his former protege. He said 
evenly, “Found my conscience, Victor. It’s not too late for you to re- 
discover yours. Let my call to the surgeon general go through." 

Tremont laughed. “I believe it w'as Shakespeare who wTote a con- 
science was a luxury that made cowards of us all. But he was UTong. It 
makes us victims, Mercer. Losers. And I have no intention of bein 
either." He paused and scowled. “A man is either the wolf or the deer, 
and I plan to do the eating.” 

Haldane raised his hands, palms up. “For God’s sake, Victor, wc help 
people. Our goal is to relieve suffering. ‘First, do no harm.’ We’re in 
the healing business.” 

“The hell we are,” Tremont said harshly. “We’re in the money busi- 
ness. Profits. That’s what counts.” 

Haldane could contain himself no longer. Tou’re an egotistical freaL 
Victor!" he exploded. "A fiend! I’ll tell the surgeon general eservtfcr'^ 
I’ll-" • ~ ■ 


“You’ll do nothing,” Tremont snapped. “That call’s neier guuse t: 
go through. Mrs. Pendragon knows a winner when she sees cne.''fie 
slid his hand inside his jacket and withdrew a dark, lethal Qcck c— ^ 
pistol. “Nadal!” 


Mercer Haldane’s old heart pounded. Sweat suddenlv hatred "•- 
3 tdl, pockmarked Arab entered the room. He, too, earned a 
Paralyzed ivith fear, Mercer stared from one to the ctre.- 


bn 



Chapter 

Forty-One 


11:02 A.M. 

Lake Magua, New York 

The Chnstmaslike odor of pine needles permeated the spacious liv- 

'5 room of Victor Tremont’s lodge. Through the windosvs, the lake 
tw icctcd cr\'stalline blue surrounded by the thick gjecn forest. Near the 
giant fireplace where flames licked high. Bill Griffin sat in a leather club 
chair. His stocky body gave every appearance of being relaxed. As usual, 
his brown hair hung limp and unruly to his jacket collar. He aossed his 
legs and lighted a cigarette. 

He smiled a slow smile at Victor Tremont and Nadal ai-Hassan and 
explained calmly, “The trouble was, all of us were working at cross- 
purposes. Ever since you gave me the order to eliminate Jon Smith, I've 
been watching three places at once — his house in Thurmont, the Russell 
woman s condo in Frederick, and Fort Detrick. No wonder you had a 
hard lime contacting me." 

It uas all a lie. He had been hiding in a walk-up apartment in Green- 
wich Village that belonged to a woman friend from the old days in Kesv 
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York. But wheir he had seen the news stor)’ about the president’s hon- 
oring Blanchard Pharmaceuticals and the orders that were rolling in for 
the serum, he had knowTr he had to return to make certain he received 
his fair share. 

And there rvas still the issue of Smith. "I'd expected to take out 
Smith when he left Dctrick,” he explained, "but I couldn’t get a decent 
opportunity, and after that night he never showed up again at any of 
the other places. He vanished into thin air. Maybe he gave up or took 
leave. Or went somewhere to grieve for the woman.” He hoped that was 
true, but knowing Jon, he doubted it. 

Victor Tremont stood looking out the picture window at the trees as 
the sun reflected scattered bursts of light on the lake’s surface. His voice 
was thoughtful. “No. He hasn’t taken- leave to mourn.” 

Nadal al-Hassan sat one hip of his emaciated frame onto the arm of 
the high sofa that faced the fireplace. “In any case, it is irrelevant now. 
Wc know where he is, and he will soon be no more problem.” 

Griffin’s cheeks widened in another smile. “Hell, that’s a relief.” He 
added almost as an afterthought, “Maddux on him?” 

Tremont left the window and bent to his humidor to extract a cigar. 
He offered the humidor to Griffin, who lifted his cigarette and shook 
his head. Nadal al-Hassan, as a strict Muslim, did not smoke. 

As Tremont lighted the cigar, he spoke over his hands and the risins 
smoke and aroma: “Actually, Maddux has captured one of Smith’s 
friends. A computer geek named Martin Zellerbach. We’D soon make 
Zellerbach dimlge where Smith is hiding in Syracuse.” 

Smith is in Syracuse? Griffin seemed alarmed. He gazed acensinsv 
at al-Hassan. "That close to us? How the hell did he get so near:” 

Al-Hassan’s \’oice w’as mild. “By checking hack tkoush RnsseD's life 
and education. She did her undergraduate work at Srincnse.” 

'Akhcre she w'as studying when she went on the brn tn Ferr.'' 

"I’m afraid so.” 

‘Then he knows about us!" 
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"1 don’t think so. At least, not yet." 

Griffin’s voice rose. “But, dammit, he will. I'll stop him. This time. I’ll — ” 

Tremont interrupted, "You needn’t woriy about Smith. I have an- 
other job for you. Jack McGraw is up to his nostrils preparing security 
for the president. The ceremony this afternoon is, of course, a great 
honor, but it was a last-minute decision. Everyone’s scrambling. Plus 
there are all the media people to deal with. We don’t want any inter- 
lopers crashing the party. You have FBI experience, so you should be 
the one to coordinate with the Secret Service.” 

Griffin was puzzled. "Of course. You’re the boss. But if you’re still 
worried about Smith, then 1 think — ’’ 

“That won’t be necessary.” Al-Hassan’s voice was definite. “We have 
it taken care of." 

“How? Who?” Griffin glanced doubtfully at the Arab while inwardly 
he worried. 

"General Gaspar has managed to plant a CIA agent with Colonel 
Smith. She is Russell’s sister, and she has a strong personal hatred for 
him from some old insult. She has been told Smith is a grave danger 
to the country. She will have no qualms about eliminating him.” Al- 
Hassan studied Griffin. “I think we should consider the task completed. 
For us. Smith is dead.” 

Bill Griffin’s face remained unchanged. He took a long drag on his 
cigarette. 

Then he nodded, feigning satisfaction tinged uith doubt to.be con- 
sistent wath the stance he had taken since he had discovered Smith was 
a target. They bad suspected him since the night be had warned Jon. 
His failure to kill him had deepened their distrust. Now they had cap- 
tured Zelierbach, whom he remembered from high school as a genius, 
but also as weak and easily frightened. Sooner or later, Marty would 
break and betray Jon. Plus they had planted Sophia Russell’s sister, 
Randi. Tlrat was especially bad. He had heard Jon speak about how 
much the woman hated him. She would be capable of killing. Any CIA 
field agent had to be. 
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With Mart}'’s capture and the infiltration of Randi Russell, Tremont 
and al-Hassan had their problems under control. Or so they thought. 

Griffin stood up, a stock}' man with a bland face. “Sounds like the 
perfect assignment for me. HI get right on it.” 

“Good.” Tremont gave him a dismissive nod of the head. “Use the 
Cherokee. Nadal and I’ll take the Land Rover after we finish our busi- 
ness here. Thanks for coming in. Bill. We were worried about you. Al- 
ways a pleasure to see you.” 

But as Griffin exited, Tremont’s expression changed. His gaze cold 
he watched the traitor disappear out the door. 


Bill Griffin drove the Jeep Cherokee off the road and parked in £ 
dense stand of oaks and birch trees. As he pulled brush around the 
Cherokee to camouflage it from the road, his mind was a maelstrom o: 
conflict. Somehow he must reach Jon and warn him about Randi anc 
Mart)’. But at the same time, he did not want to lose everything he hac 
worked for since he had met Victor Tremont and joined the Hade; 
Project two years ago. He was entitled to his share of the good thing; 
along with all the other thieving bastards who ran this world. More thar 
entitled after his years of serv'ice to the goddamn ungrateful cheats anc 
liars who ran the Bureau and the country. 

But he would not let them kill Jon. That far he would not go. 

He waited among the trees, watching the rustic lodge and the match- 
ing outbuildings. Insects buzzed. The aroma of sun-warmed forest duf 
scented the air. His pulse began to race. 

After fifteen minutes, he heard the Land Rover. With relief, he 
watched it pass where he hid and disappear southeast among the trees 
Tremont and al-Hassan wciuld reach the main country road after a fev 
more miles and drive on into Long Lake village to prepare for the cer- 
emony. That did not give him much time. 

Urgency swept through him as he drove back to the lodge, parkec 
behind the staff wing, and hurried to a cyclone-fenced enclosure at th( 



edge of the woods, out of sight of the lodge. He unlocked the gate and 
whistled softly. The large Doberman appeared silently from inside a 
wood doghouse. His brown coat shone in the mountain light. His 
sharply pointed ears periscoped forward as his intelligent eyes never 
strayed from Griffin. 

Griffin stroked the dog behind his ears and spoke quietly. “Ready, 
boy? Time to go to work.” 

He headed out of the enclosure, the big dog trotting softly behind. He 
rclocked the gate, and they moved swiftly toward the lodge. He rvatched 
everywhere. The three-man outside security team should be no problem, 
since they knew him. Still, he would rather not take the chance. At a side 
door of the lodge, he breathed deeply and gazed around one more time. 
Then he opened the door, and he and the Doberman entered. Tire house 
was eerily quiet, a massive wood coffin. Almost everyone had left for the 
celebration at Blanchard headquarters in Long Lake village, with the ex- 
ception of a few technicians in the big lab on the second floor. Tremont 
would not stash a prisoner on the lab floor. 

The rest of the lodge should be empty, exeept for Marty and perhaps 
an armed guard to watch him. He bent to the Doberman. "Sweep the 
area, boy." 

The Doberman vanished among the corridors, as silent as fog rolling 
across a moor. Griffin waited, listening to the relaxed chatter of two of 
the security men who had paused outside a window as they made their 
individual rounds. 

Two minutes passed, and then the Doberman' was back, circling and 
eager to lead Griffin to what he had found. Griffin followed the pacing 
animal along a hallway lined with doors to guest rooms that had once 
been the retreats of the nineteenth-century wealthy, who had played 
here at returning to nature. But the dog stopped at none. Instead, he 
continued on past the gleaming kitchen, strangely silent and empty 
because the cooks and scullery staff had been given the afternoon off 
to attend the festivities in Long Lake village. 
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At last the dog stopped before a closed door. Griffin tried the knob. 
It was locked. 

His skin prickled with nerves. The enormous empty house was 
enough to make anyone edgy, but now Griffin was about -to open a door 
he had never seen beyond. Glancing right and left, he drew a small case 
from his jacket pocket and extracted a set of narrow picklocks. He 
worked skillfully through three of them. Finally the fourth opened the 
lock with a quiet click. 

Griffin pulled out his pistol and turned the knob. The door swung 
open silently, its hinges well oiled. Inside was a faint smell of mold. He 
felt around the wall until he found a light switch. He flicked it on, and 
an overhead lamp illuminated stairs that disappeared down into a cellar. 
Griffin gave a hand signal and closed the door. The Doberman raced 
down to continue its mission, nails tapping on the wood stairs. 

As Griffin waited, he stared uneasily down into the darkness. The 
dog was back in seconds, indicating for Griffin to follow. 

Griffin found another light switch midway down. This turned on a 
series of overhead lights that illuminated a large cellar with open storage 
rooms filled with cardboard banker’s boxes. Each box was neatly labeled 
svith the names of files, sources, dates — the history of a scientist and 
businessman. But the dog’s interest was at the only closed door. He 
circled warily in front of it. 

His gun ready, Griffin pressed his ear against the door. When he 
heard nothing, he looked down at the dog. "A mystery, eh, boy?” 

The dog lifted his muzzle as if in agreement. Right now the animal 
was merely watchful and alert, but if Griffin should need him, he would 
instantly turn into a killer. 

Using his tools again, Griffin unlocked the door, but he did not open 
it. Tire basement area seemed like a sepulchre. It increased his disquiet. 
His veins rushed with an urgency that he act, but pmdence had taught 
him long ago to never expect the expected. He did not know what 
waited on the other side of the door— whether it was an armed squad. 



a madman, or simply nothing. Whatever it was, he would damn well be 
prepared. 

Again he listened. Finally he put the picklocks away, gripped his 
weapon firmly, and pressed open the door. 

The room was a dark, shadowy' cell svith no windows. A rectangle of 
light spilled in from the hallway. Ahead, a mounded figure lay on the 
only piece of furniture — a nanow cot shoved against the far wall. There 
was an open pot on the floor, and the unpleasant odor of urine rose 
from it. Tlie whole place gave off an air of danger and sadness. Griffin 
quickly signaled the Doberman to guard the doorsvay and sped softly to 
the bed. A small, rotund man was sleeping under a wool blanket. 

He whispered, "Zeilcrbach?” 

Marty opened his eyes. "What? Who?” His speech was slow; his 
movements stiff. 

"Are you all right? Are you injured?" Griffin supported his shoulders 
until Marty was sitting upright. For a moment, he thought Marty had 
been hurt and then that he was disoriented by sleep. But as the fellow 
shook his head and rubbed his eyes, Griffin remembered the Marty 
Zeilcrbach he had kno;vn in high school. He was Jon's other close 
friend — the crazy, supercilious bastard who was always getting Jon into 
fights and arguments. Not crazy or arrogant, they found out later, but 
sick. Some kind of autism. 

He swore silently. Could the guy tell him what he needed to know? 

He tried, "Bill Griffin, Marty. Remember me?" 

Marty stiffened in the shadows. The cot creaked. "Griffin? Wliere 
have you been? I’ve been searching for you everywhere. Jon wants to 
speak to you.” 

“And 1 want to speak wth him. How long have you been here?” 

"1 don’t know. It seems like a long time.” 

“What did you tell them?” 

“Tell?" Marty remembered all the questions, Tire blow to his head 
and the blackness. "It was terrible. Those men arc deviants. They enjoy 
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other people’s pain. I was . . . unconscious.’ Ilis heart thuuclcrccl as he 
thought back to the wretched experience. It sccincd to have happened 
only minutes before, as fresh in his mind as an opeir wound, hut the 
events were muddy, too. Confused. Me shook his head, trying to ck-ar 
it. He knew a lot of the problem was he had been on his ineds. 1 den t 
think I told them anything.” 

Griffin nodded. “I don’t think you did either. ’ If he had. they would 
have captured or killed Jon by now. But then, the Russell uoirrair couic 
have killed Jon already, too. “I’m going to get you out of here, .\-arr'. 
'Then you can take me to Jon.” 

Marty’s round face was anguished as he admitted. “I m nor sure 
where he is.” 

Griffin swore. “Wait. Okay, think. WTrere could he ee.' 1 eu musr ■£ 
arranged somewhere to meet. You’re some land of gemus. 
always think of things like that.” 

Mart}' was suddenly suspicious. “How did y.ou 5:d me.”” -ee mm 
never liked Bill Griffin. Bill had been a loudmcuti arc mrr"-r:-ic. mm 
when they had been in school together, erer mere: — m mm m 
Marty’s opinion — Bill was really Just ahere aremrr rim. ml m 're 
svith Marty for Jon’s attention. Marty cmced mm m. cm mm 
‘Tou could be one of themi” 

“I am one of them. By now, fen knev.- :r mr cm rr c m c .m mrm- 
danger than he thinks, and I den 'twanr mm .'mmc dm. me m mm mm ' 

Marty wanted to help Jon. fee. -vmmrmmmm: -rmm derm 

But could he? How could he oe rrsT 

Griffin studied Mam.-. "Xmh. — - - — — — ~ m -.im- me 

Will you believe me drmr arm m~ — = — mrmc-m: • ~ rr 
Jon? We’ll go there rnerrm' 

Marty cocked hii hmm Hr mrr mmc me -rm 

right.” It was s snrors mmtrr hr mm mmref. J i'- ^ ^ 

trust Griffin, fee wcruiimrmr 

"Good. Come on.” 



“Can’t. They chained me to the w-all.” Forlornly, Mart)' held up his 
hands and shooh his right leg. Thin, strong chains were attached to 
brackets on the wall. Each was secured by a powerful padlock. 

“I should've suspected something like this when they didn’t leave 
someone behind to guard you." 

“ft’s been unpleasant,” Marty admitted. 

"I’ll bet.” He got out his picklocks once more and quickly opened 
the padlocks. 

As Marty rubbed his svrists and ankles, Griffin whistled low for the 
Doberman. 

’The dog padded toward them, his back nose high and sniffing. 

"Friend,” Griffin said to the dog and touched Marty. “Good. Pro- 
tect.” 

With amazing patience, the usually nervous Marty swung his legs off 
the cot and sat quietly as the powerful Doberman smelled his clothes, 
his hands, and his feet. 

As the big animal stepped back, Marty asked; “Does he have a 
name?" 

“Samson.” 

“Suits him,” Marty decided. “A big bruiser of a dog.” 

“That he is.” Griffin ordered, “Scout.” • 

Samson trotted out into the corridor, looked both ways, and angled 
off toward the stairs. 

“Come on,” Griffin said. 

Griffin helped Marty until he was out of the room, and then Marty 
shook him off. With Griffin in the lead and Marty half-running in his 
usual rolling gate, they moved quickly up the stairs and through the 
deserted corridors to the rear door where Griffin had parked his car. 
Marty’s brain was working at full speed now, and his emotions were 
ratcheted to a fine pitch. He had mixed emotions about Bill Griffin, 
but at feast Griffin had gotten him out of that disgusting dungeon. 

As Griffin paused at the door, Marty grabbed his arm and whispered, 
“Look. A moving shadow.” He pointed out the small side window. 


THE HADES FACTOR 


The Doberman’s head was up, alert, his ears rotating as he listened. 
Griffin gave a hand signal that told the Doberman to stay. At the same 
time, he pulled Marty down. They hunched together on the floor. 

Griffin spoke in a husk)- whisper. “It’s just one of the securit)- guards. 
He was clocking in at a key station. He’ll be gone in three minutes. 
Okay?” 

‘Tou don’t have to ask my permission, if that’s what you mean,” 
Marty said tartly. He was definitely feeling better. 

Griffin raised his eyebrows. He pulled himself up and looked out the 
w-indow. He nodded to Marty. “Let’s go.” As soon as Marty was on his 
feet, Griffin pushed him outside. 'The Doberman ran ahead toward the 
red Jeep Cherokee. Bill pulled open the door, and Samson leaped in. 
Mart)’ clambered aboard while Griffin slid behind the steering wheel. 

As Griffin turned on the motor, he ordered, “Get down on the floor.” 

Marty had been through enough emergencies in the past week that 
he no longer objected when someone who understood the unfathomable 
world of violence told him what to do. He crouched on the floor in the 
back. Samson sat above him on the seat. Marty reached out a tentative 
hand. When the muscular dog dipped his head and slid his nose under 
it, Marty smiled and patted the warm muzzle. 

“Nice doggie,” he cooed. 

Griffin drove sw-iftly away, breathing deeply with relief. Another se- 
curity guard waved as he sped out of the compound, and he waved 
back. It had been less than hvent}- minutes since he had returned, and 
he felt confident no one would remember his earlier departure. Now he 
concentrated on one goal; reaching Jon before Randi Russell could kill 
him. 

“Okay, we’re out. Now where do we go?” 

S)Tacuse. I'll tell the rest when we get there.” 

Griffin nodded. “We’ll have to fly. Rent a car there.” 

But in his haste and relief, he had forgotten about the vital third 
guard, who had been hidden in a stand of poplars. As the guard watched 
the Cherokee disappear dow-n the road, he spoke quietly into a cell 



phone. “Mr. Tremont? He’s taken the bait. He's busted that Zellerbach 
guy out, and they’re driving out of here. Yes, sir. We planted the track- 
ing deviee, we’ve got the airport covered, and Chet’s waiting at the 
country road.’’ 



Chapter 

Forty-Two 


1:02 P.M. 

Syracuse, New York 


“Dammit all!” Peter Howell’s \vir)' frame was bent over his computer 
as he stared in frustration at the glowing monitor. “There's precious 
little in Blanchard company’s files about the veterinarian serum or the 
monkey virus. WTiat there is looks bloody completely on the up-and- 
up.” As the wind blew through the RV’s broken windows, he ran his 
gnarled brown hand through his gray hair in disgust. 

“Nothing about tests on humans?” Smith was sitting on the sofa 
nearby, his arms crossed over his chest, his legs e.xtended. He had been 
dozing as Peter had searched for information. The Berctta «as tuv c 


into his belt, easily reachable. 

“Or Iraq?” Beside him, Randi stretched. She had 
until Peter’s loud curse had jerked her awake. Suddenly 
of Jon and how closely they w'ere sitting together. ^ 
weight, tactfully putting more space behseen s_T:;v:iC 

neath the sofa, just behind her heels. W^en she t- PF*- 


feel its comforting hardness. 
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"Not a syllable,” Peter growled as he continued to stare intently at 
the screen. “I suppose it’s possible we're on the wrong track — that Blan- 
chard’s clean as a boatswain’s whistle and they don’t have the virus. 
That their scrum is simply what it looks like — a fortuitous coincidence,” 
"Oh, please.” Randi shook her head in disbelief. 

"That doesn’t explain the initial twelve human test subjects,” /on 
said. "WTioever set that experiment in motion ten years ago had the 
virus then and the serum last year to cure the Iraqis and then, last week, 
the three Americans.” 

They considered some other explanation for the experiment. 

"There must be another set of records.” Peter rotated in his chair. 
He gave them a baleful look and scratched his leathery check. 

"Unless they just didn’t keep written records," Randi suggested. 
“Impossible," Smith disagreed. “Research scientists have to keep 
Jes, results, speculations, every' piece of paper, each bit of an idea, or 
:y can’t move forward in their work. Besides, their supervisors have 
monitor progress, set goals, and go after funding, and their book- 
:pers have to keep accurate financial accountings.” 

"But scientists don’t have to put everything on a computer,” Randi 
d. “They could do it by hand, too.” 

Jon shook his head. “Not today. Computers have become a research 
)l in themselves. For projections, for simulated reactions, for statis- 
al analysis . . . everything would take years otherwise. No, there have 
be real records on a computer somewhere.” 

“I’m convinced,” Peter agreed, "but where, eh?” 

“We need Marty.” It was Smith's turn to swear. His navy blue eyes 
re dark with frustration. 

Randi said reasonably, “We can try other ways. Let’s drive to Blan- 
rrd, break in, and search their files on site. If there’s anyone around, 
11 ‘convince’ them to talk nicely with us, too.” 

“Great,” Jon began, “I’m sure we haven’t broken every law yet. ’There 
ist be some we’ve missed.” 
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Suddenly there was frantic knocking on the RV door. The vehicle 
shuddered ivith it. 

“Must be getting old.” Peter snapped up his H&K MP5. “Missed 
hearing anyone approach. 

Instantly Randi and Jon became a blur of movement as they pulled 
out their weapons. 

“Jon!” The voice outside was thin, familiar, and commanding. “Jon! 
Open the dam door. It's me.” 

“Marty!” Smith jumped to the entryway and cracked open the door. 
For the moment, Marty’s round, chubby body was athletic. He 
pushed the door back, leaped inside, and grabbed Jon by both arms. 
“Jon! At last.” He hugged him and stepped quickly back, embarrassed. 
“I was beginning to think I’d never see you again. WTiere in heas'en’s 
name have you been? Are you uninjured? Bill rescued me, so I decided 
it was safe to bring him to you. Is that okay?” 

“Trap,” Peter barked. He sn-ung the MP5 around so it pointed at 
Griffin, who had stepped quietly inside. 

The e.x-FBl man stood alone with his back against the closed dooi 
in his windbreaker and trousers, his arms hanging loosely from his broac 
shoulders. His hands were empty, but his stocky body was rigid anc 
alert. His long brown hairwas greasy, as if he had not washed it in days 
and his brown eyes had an empty look that chilled Jon. 

Randi instantly backed Peter with her Uzi. 

“No!” Smith yelled, stepping in front of Griffin. “Hold it, both oi 
you. Marty’s right. This is Bill Griffin. Put down the guns.” He swunj 
around to face Griffin. “You alone?” 

“TVe’re alone,” Marty assured them. “Bill says he has to warn you 
Jon. You’re in bigger danger than ever.” 

‘T\Tiat danger?" 

Randi and Peter, still watchful, had slowly lowered their weapons 
The moment their weapons were down. Bill Griffin dipped his hanc 
inside his jacket pocket and pulled out a 9mm Glock. 
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"Her.” Griffin pointed the deadly instrument at Randi's heart, hii 
hollow eyes focused on her. "She’s CIA. Sent by General Nelson Caspai 
to assassinate you, Jon.” 

“What?” Randi’s pale brows arched in outrage. Her blond head whip- 
sawed from Griffin to Smith. “That’s a lie!” Then she glared at Griffin 
"How dare you? You're worlcing for them, but you come in here anc 
accuse me?" 

Jon held up his hand. “W^iy would the exec of the chairman of the 
Joint Chiefs want me killed?” 

"Because he’s working for the same people 1 am.” 

“Tremont and Blanchard Pharmaceuticals?” 

Bill nodded. "It’s what I was warning you about back in Rock Creel; 
ark.” 

Jon stared at him. “But you didn’t warn anyone else.” His high- 
laned face radiated rage. "So they killed Sophia.” 

"Tliat’s the world we live in,” Griffin said bitterly. "Tlicrc are no 
Dod guys. No one believes in right and wrong anymore. It’s get what 
ou can for yourself. So now I’m going to get mine. I’m owed that 
luch.” 

Jon looked away, forcing himself to remain composed. Sophia was 
cad. He couldn’t bring her back. He would always carry the pain, but 
laybe he could learn to live with it better. He made his voice quiet. 
No one’s owed anything. Bill. And you’re WTong about Randi. She 
ouldn’t have been sent to kill me. Impossible, considering the circum- 
tances of how we met. In fact, she saved my life.” He shot her a smile 
nd was surprised to see her Ice Queen face soften. “She wants to stop 
'hat Tremont is doing as much as 1. Who told you Caspar sent her to 
ill me?” 

As Bill Griffin listened to Jon, he had a strange feeling. Almost as if 
c had missed some important piece in the puzzle of life. He v'as not 
arc exactly what it was, only that for a few lucid moments he recog- 
nized the loss and that he had never been able to find the directions 
that would lead him back to what was gone. So now as he studied Jon, 
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saw him shudder for control as he was reminded again of Sophia’s death, 
he felt lonelmess and regret. Perhaps he had been too hasty in taking 
care of himself. Maybe he should have warned Sophia. He could have 
warned others, too — 

And then he stopped himself. How far could he go? Certainly he was 
not prepared to save the world. But maybe this one last time he could 
do something for Jon to make up for what had happened to his fiancee. 

So he told him, “Victor Tremont is behind everything. His number- 
one gun is Nadal al-Hassan. They — ” But as he said the names, a warn- 
ing bell rang loudly inside his head. He thought about Tremont’s lodge 
and how empty — and safe — it had been when he had broken in to find 
Marty. How conveniently they had escaped. 

How easily he had passed the sentries. 

His gaze moved quickly to Marty. "Did Tremont or any of the others 
give you something to cany?” he growled. “Think! Any buttons, coins, 
pens, maybe a comb?" 

Jon turned on Griffin. “You’re thinking — ?” 

Bill ordered Marty, “Search your pockets. Maybe they slipped you 
something without your even knowing it. It could’ve been any of them. 
Maybe Maddu.x?" 

At first Marty had not realized what they were asking, and then it 
became clear. "You’re worried they bugged me!” Instantly he turned his 
pockets inside-out onto the coffee table in the li\ing room. “I don’t 
remember anything, but I was unconscious after the pockmarked man 
hit me.” 

His plump hands, which were so naturally agile on a keyboard and 
clumsy almost everywhere else, worked with speed. The former FBI 
agent wnfehed with an itching urgency that made him want to rip every 
piece of clothing off Marty so he could make certain he was clean. 

Instead, he ordered, “Take off your belt, Marty. Quick.” 

Jon added, “Your shoes, too.” 

As Marty stripped off his belt and threw it at Jon to examine, fury’ 


told me a lie they knew I’d have to tty to warn you about, Jon. Then 
they let me break Marty out, so he’d take me to you because they didn’t 
learn anything from him. Two birds with one stone. They must’ve sus- 
pected me since Rock Creek park. I should’ve — ” 

'The sharp bark of a dog carried from outside the RV. A single bark 
and no more. 

Bill froze. His face went slack. 'They’re outside. Al-Hassan and his 
men.” 

“How do you know?" Randi slid along the rrall to the comer of a 
front window with its glass still intact. She peered carefully around. 

“The dog,” Jon realized. “The Doberman you had in the park.” 

Bill nodded. "Samson. He’s trained for attack, scouting, sentry’ duty, 
,’ou name it." 

"1 see them,” Randi whispered. “Looks like four. ’They’re hiding 
smong the row of RVs in front of us. One’s a tall Arab.” 

“Al-Hassan,” Bill said. His voice was deathly quiet. 

Peter made a clucking sound rvith his tongue against the roof of his 
mouth. He murmured, “Here’s how they got to us.” He held up a tiny 
tracking transmitter he had taken from the hollowed-out heel of Marty’s 
shoe. “Darling little bug, isn’t it?” He shook his head w'ith disgust, flung 
the device out the back svindow, and snapped up his submachine gun. 

Randi was still on watch at the window. "I don’t see any police or 
military.” 

“^\^lat does it matter?” Bill said harshly. "I led them here, and 
they’ve got you. Stupid. 1 was stupid!” 

“Hardly,” the Englishman said calmly. “It’s going to take a lot more 
bloody work than they’ve put out to get us." He reached for the light 
fixture on the wall over the kitchen table, pressed a button on its side, 
md there was a popping sound as four vinyl squares, indistinguishable 
from the others covering the floor, lifted up in the middle of the living 
room. His wiry frame moved lightning-fast across the floor to the exit. 
'Never leave a single way out, friends. Jon, would you do the honors?” 

Jon raised the trapdoor and dropped through. 
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“You next, my boy,” the Englishman told Marty. 

Marty nodded glumly, peered doum at the asphalt, and let his feet 
fall through. The big Doberman rvas lying quietly under the RV, his 
large dark eyes scanning the open area and the woods behind where 
the RV was parked. In the deep shadow beneath the vehicle. Marty- 
crawled quickly out of the way as Randi Russell, Bill Griffin, and Pe- 
ter Howell landed, one after the other. The watchful Doberman raised 
his nose at Marty, and Marty slid closer. As Samson resumed his sen- 
try duty, Marty aouched next to him and ran his hand over the 
handsome animal’s sleek bacL Strangely', he felt no fear. Then he 
raised his gaze to look around at the wheels of other RVs and the 
thick tree trunks of the forest. He saw no feet, and for a wild moment 
he had the hope that maybe al-Hassan and his killers had given up 
and gone home. 

Bill ■ Griffin called the dog and spoke softly. “Friends, Samson. 
Friends." 

He had the dog smell each of them. 

Then, with Jon in the lead, they crawled to the end of the RV that 
was closest to the woods. There were only about fifteen feet betw-een 
them and safety. 

“That s it.” Peter nodded torvard the trees. “We can hide there and 
figure out what to do next. \Vhen I say ‘go,’ jump up and run as if the 
hounds of hell are on your tails. I’ll cover you." He patted his H&K. 

But then shapes moved out from the forest line. 

Flatten!” Smith growled and dropped onto his face. 

As the four others fell, a fusillade swept across the open area, whining 
and ricocheting off the side of the RV. They scrambled back, searching 
for cover behind the tires. 

Bill Griffin raised his voice. “How many?” 

Two. The Englishman’s eyes were narrow- slits as he searched the 
woods. “Or three,” Jon countered, breathing hard. 

“Two or three,” Randi echoed, “which means one or two are still in 
front.” 



"Yeah.” Bill Griffin looked around at their tension and fear and at 
the brave lights in their eyes. It was true even of Marty with his odd 
condition and even odder mind. Marty was not the same prissy, whiny 
nuisance he remembered. Marty had grown up. As he thought that, he 
felt a terrible tear rip through something old and painful inside. At the 
same time, he fell a shift. Maybe it was the sourness from all the years 
of working for men with pinched minds. Or perhaps it was simply that 
he had never fit into this world which made so much sense to others. 
But probably the truth was he did not care a damn about anything or 
anyone anymore, not even himself. 

He desperately wanted to care again. Now he saw it — why he had 
risked so much to save Jon. By doing that, he had had a hope of saving 
rmething good within himself. Thinking that, his blood seemed to 
aursc more vigorously. His mind grew incredibly clear. A sense of pur- 
ose swept through him as strong as he remembered from the old days 
hen he and Jon were young and the future lay ahead. 

He knew what to do. 

Knew with every’ fiber in his body. With all his disappointment. 

Exactly what he must do to retrieve himself. 

Without warning, he crawled quickly out from under the RV, surged 
3 his feet, and with a sharp guttural sound charged straight toward 
'here the attackers crouched at the edge of the woods. Tire Doberman 
rliowed. 

“Bill!" Jon shouted. “Don't — ” 

But it was too late. The stocky man’s legs pumped and his long hair 
cw behind as he pounded toward the trees, firing his Clock. He was 
xcited and immensely relieved, and he did not give a damn anymore 
bout anything but redeeming himself. With bared fangs, the Dober- 
lan sprang toward one of the attackers on Bill’s left. 

Jon, Randi, and Peter leaped out with their weapons to follow. It was 
ver in seconds. 

By the time Jon reached him. Bill Griffin lay on his back on dry 
weeds at the edge of the woods. Blood bubbled up from his chest. 
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“Jesus,” Peter breathed as his canny gaze swept the trees and RVs, 
looking for more trouble. 

Ten feet away the short, heavj’ man who had led the attack on Jon 
in GeorgetouTi that first day was crumpled in a lifeless heap. A second 
man lay dead of a gunshot to his head. A third man had sprawled back, 
his throat tom open, while the Doberman paced the woods in search 
of others. 

“No sign of the man Bill called al-Hassan,” Peter noted quickly. “He 
could still be out front.” 

“If he’s alone, he probably won’t try anything by himself,” Randi 
agreed, her Uzi ready. Her voice softened and she looked down. “How 
is he, Jon?” 

“Help me.” 

As Peter stood watch, his H&K fanning all around, Randi helped Jon 
carry Griffin into the shelter of the trees, where they laid him on a bed 
of dr)’ leaves. 

“Hold on. Bill.” His throat tight, Jon crouched down. He tried to 
smile at his old friend. 

Peter backed up to join them in the forest, holding his position as 
senti)'. 

Jon’s voice was gentle. “Bill, you damn fool. What were you thinking? 
We could’ve handled them.” 

“You . . . don’t know that for sure.” He tugged Jon dorvn by the collar. 
“This time . . . you could’ve got yourself killed. Al-Hassan is out there 
. . . somewhere. Waiting for reinforcements. Leave . . . get out of here!” 

His grip was strong, but then pink foam appeared on his lips. 

“Take it easy. Bill. I’m just going to take a look at your wounds. 
We’ll be fine—” 

“Bullshit.” Griffin gave a weak smile. “Go to the lodge . . . Lake Ma- 
gua. HomTle . . . horrible — ” His eyes closed, and he breathed shallowly. 

"Don’t talk,” Jon said anxiously as he ripped open Bill’s shirt. 

His eyes opened. “No time . . . Sorry about Sophia . . . Sorry’ for every- 
thing.” His eyes widened as if seeing into a vast darkness. 


377 
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"Bill? Bill! Don’t do this!” 

His neck went limp, and his head dropped back. In death, the blam 
face seemed suddenly younger, somehow' more innocent. The feature 
that had so easily Rt into so many different roles smoothed out to shov 
a strong bone structure with definite cheekbones and chin. As Jor 
looked numbly down, somewhere a bird began to sing. Insects hummed 
The sunlight through the trees was warm. 

Smith went into action. He felt the carotid arter)'. Nothing. Franti- 
cally, he put his hand on the bloody chest. But there was not even a 
whisper of a beat. He sat back, crouching next to his friend. Pain swept 
through him. First Sophia and now Bill. 

Suddenly the Doberman appeared. He stood over Bill, guarding him. 
He nudged Bill’s head and made what sounded like a low moan in his 
hroat. Marty murmured something and stroked the Doberman’s back. 

Smith closed Bill's eyes and looked up. “He’s gone.” 

“We’ve got to leave, Jon.” Peter’s voice was kind but definite. He 
landed him a colored kerchief from one of the webbed belt pouches 
m his commando uniform. 

As Jon wiped blood from his hand, Randi said, “I’m sorry, Jon. 1 
mow he was your friend. But more of them will be here soon.” 

When Smith did not get up immediately, Marty said, “Jon!” His 
'oice was sharp. “Let’s go. You’re scaring me!” 

Smith stood and gazed around at the battered RV and the dead 
lodies. He breathed deeply, controlling his grief and rage. He glanced 
ince more at Bill Griffin. 

Victor Tremont had a lot to answer for. 

He moved into the woods. “We’ll work our way back to the car 
hrough here." 

“Good idea.” Randi took the lead. 

“Come on, Samson,” Marty called. 

The dog lifted his head. Then he nudged his dead master’s shoulder. 
He made a low sound in his throat again and prodded Bill one last time. 
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WTien there was no response, he gas'C a final look around as if sa 
good-bye. He trotted silently into the woods, following. 

Randi’s long body angled left. With sure footsteps, she forged a 
through the underbrush and around the trees. Ion and Marty i 
behind with Peter and the Doberman bringing up the rear. Peter’s 1 
swept from side to side. 

Jon looked at Marty. “You know anything about this lodge’ Bil 

talking about? Lake Magua?” 

“It’s where they chained me in a room. 

You know where it is?” 

"Of course.” 

Suddenly Peter’s voice sounded over their conversation. “Bog 
six o’clock. They’re coming after us. I’ll keep them busy. Gol 
“Not without you!” Smith refused. 

“Don’t be stupid. You've got Tremont to finish off. I can tak 
of myself.” 

At the sounds of feet approaching through the trees, the big 
erman stopped its loping trot and spun back to join Peter. He 
low' to the dog, then looked back at Smith. 

“Go on. Now! Samson and 1 will cover your tails and buy vou 
Hurry!” He gazed down at the dog. You understand hand siznais. 
He low'ered his hand to his side and made a swift moticn. — 
dog raced off into the woods to scout. Peter nodded, sansned " 
won’t be alone.” 

“He’s right," Randi agreed. “It’s what BQl wotdd’ve ' 

Jon was frozen for a second. His high-planed face wnd de aan: 
eyes looked ominous in the shadowy forest Kis kna, -nsemar 
was tensed, ready to spring. Bill had just died, and nor.- va: 
unteering to stay behind where his risk cf fcema krden. rcn - 
mous. Jon had devoted himself to saruns- liven scr -sinra 
now, because of circumstances, he was caushr m rns- .semen ,, 
less loop of death. 
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He studied Peter’s wTinkled, weathered face and the sharp eyes that 
had one message: Go. Leave me alone. This is what 1 do. 

Smith nodded. “Okay. Marty, you follow me. Good luck, Peter.” 

“Right.” Already the Englishman had turned, his gaze searching the 
forest behind as if his whole life were focused on this moment. 

Jon stared a second longer. Then he, Marty, and Randi sped away 
through the timber. Behind them a long burst of gunfire sounded, fol- 
lowed by a cry of pain. 

“Peter?” Marty’s voice rose with worry. “Do you think he’s hurt? 
Maybe we should go back?" 

"It was his H&K’s fire,” Jon assured hirn', although he was not sure. 

Marty nodded uncertainly, remembering the endless days of too-close 
in the RV and Peter’s tart humor and irritating habits. "I hope 
ight. I . . . I’ve grown to like Peter.” 

ily they continued on. TTie woods were quiet now, shocked as 
c gqnfire sounded. Each shot seemed to pierce Smith to the 
riien there was silence. 'That was worse. Peter could be lying in 
i blood somewhere, dying. 

ast they emerged on a quiet residential street that paralleled 
5. Grave and rvary, they hid their weapons inside their clothes, 
right, and turned onto the street where Jon and Randi had 
their rented car under the maple tree, 
y split up and approached the car cautiously, 
no one was around, and no one tried to stop them. Marty heaved 
a sigh and climbed into the backseat. Jon slid into the driver’s seat, 
Randi jumped into the front passenger seat, the mini-Uzi on her lap, 
and they headed for the Thruway. An hour later they arrived at the 
Oriskany-Utica airport, where they rented a light plane and flew, into 
the vast wilderness of Adirondack State Park. 



Chapter 

Forty-Three 


3-.02 P.M. 

Lake Magua, New York 

Victor Tremont’s timbered lodge loomed enormous through the trees 
below. Here at the back of it, a narrow brick drive led from an oversize 
timbered garage deep among the trees. Three heavily armed men pa- 
trolled. On the far side of the lodge a pristine lake was nestled in the 
forest of pine and hardwood trees. Large white clouds hovered above, 
and the long light of the late-aftemoon sun cast dark shadows across 
the wooded slopes. 

Taking it all in from a rise in the forest behind the lodge were Jon, 
Randi, and Mart)'. They lay on their stomachs on the thick carpet of 
duff under dense pines as they carefully analyzed the lodge’s layout and 
the bored actions of the trio of guards. 

‘T hope Peter is all right,” Marty worried quietly as he peered ahead, 
not sure exactly what he was supposed to be looking for. 

He knows what he s doing. Mart,” Smith answered as he recorded 
the sentries’ routes. 

Then Jon peered over at Randi, seeing her face intent on the scene 
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below. She was stretched out on his other side and had been quietly 
listening. 

She gave him a sympathetic smile. 

With that troubled exchange, the three turned their full attention 
back to planning how to break into Tremont’s mountain castle. One of 
the bored and yawning guards circled the log-and-frame building ever)- 
half hour, checking doors and cursorily sweeping the grounds with a 
gaze that would have seen nothing that was not immediately obvious. 
Tire seeond man sat relaxed in a chair, smoking and enjoying the late 
October sunlight, his old M-16A1 assault rifle across his lap. The third 
was comfortably ensconced in a civilian Humvee beside the small clear- 
ing for a helipad fifty yards to their right, his rifle jutting up beside him. 

“They haven’t had any intruders for years,” Jon guessed. “If ever.” 

“Maybe there isn’t anything to guard,” Randi said. "Griffin could’vc 
been lying to us. Or just mistaken.” 

“No. He saved us, and he knew he was dying,” Smith insisted. “He 
wouldn’t lie.” 

“It’s happened, Jon. You yourself said he’d gone wrong.” 

"Not that wong." He turned to Marty. “When they had you locked 
up here, Mart, what do you remember of the layout inside?” 

“A big living room and a lot of small rooms. A sun room and kitchen. 
Places like that. 'They questioned me in a room downstairs. It rvas empty 
except for a chair and a cot, and when 1 woke up I was in a basement 
storage room chained to a wall.” 

“Tlrat’s all you can tell us?” Randi asked. 

“1 didn’t exactly get a vacation brochure of the place,” he said huffily. 
'Then he grimaced. “All right. I’m sorry. I know you didn’t mean any- 
thing. Well, 1 did see some people in white coats, like doctors. Most 
wore white pants, too. 'They were going upstairs to the second floor, but 
I don’t know to where exactly.” 

"A laboratory?” Randi wondered. 

“A secret lab.” Jon’s voice was low but charged. “That’s it — one of 
the things Bill could’vc told us. A secret lab for research and develop- 
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“I’ll wave a hankie.” She gave a short smile. “Well, a Kleenex.” She 
was relieved to be in action again. 

Her heart pumping, she melted among the trees until she was out 
of Smith’s view. He crouched in the shadows just inside the forest. 
Berctta ready, he watched the dozing guard and waited. Five minutes 
passed. Then he saw a flash of white directly behind the parked Hum- 
vee. The guard stirred, moved in his seat, but did not open his eyes. As 
the man settled in once more, Jon loped straight toward the squat, open 
vehicle. 

But just as Jon was halfway across the clearing, the guard’s eyes 
snapped open. He grabbed his M-16. Randi materialized behind him. 
Her pale hair was a wreath of sunlight around her head, and her beau- 
tiful face was stony with concentration. Her body moved with the flu- 
idity of a feral cat as she sprinted silently to the topless Humvee, ran 
up over the back, balanced one foot on the top of the backseat and the 
other on the rollover rail, and pressed her Uzi down into the back of 
the guard’s head, ft took Jon’s breath away. He had never seen a woman 
move like that. 

Her voice was cold and clear. "Release the rifle.” 

Tire guard hesitated a second as if calculating his chances, then 
slowly lay the rifle on the seat beside him. He placed his hands flat on 
his thighs in plain sight, like someone who knew the proper procedure 
for being arrested. 

"Good decision.” 

Jon reached the Humvee and removed the M-16. He and Randi 
marched the guard back to where Marty waited. 'The three worked 
quickly together. Marty ripped the man's shirt into strips. Jon and Randi 
used the guard’s belt and the strips of cloth to gag and tic him hand 
and foot. Trussed up, unable to speak, he lay on a bed of pine needles, 
shooting angry looks. 

Smith took the guard’s ring of keys. “The two others out front won’t 
expect us from inside the lodge.” 
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“I like that." Randi nodded, appromg the plan. 

He looked at her a little longer than necessary-, but she did not seem 

to notice. 

Marty sighed. “I know what you’re going to tell me. If you see any- 
thing, shoot.’ Gad. And to think two weeks ago I’d never even held a 

gun. I’m dmlving/" 

They left Marty shaking his head as he guarded the disabled sentry 
! and trotted down the slope to a side rear entrance of the lodge. The 
scent of pine was aromatic but somehow cloying. 

! As Randi stood guard, Jon found the right key- and unlocked the door. 

They stepped warily inside a small foyer where sunlight beamed down 
from clerestory windows and more shone ahead at the far end of a hall. 
Closed doors lined the hallway, and there was the faint odor of good 
cigars as they padded toward the second source of light, 

“WTiat’s that?” Randi stopped, her athletic shoes motionless on the 
i parquet floor. 

Smith shook his head. “I didn’t hear anything.” 

She was frozen there, her even features pursed in concentration. “It’s 
gone. \\'hatever the sound was, I can’t hear it now.” 

“\Ve’d better try all the doors.” 

She took one side, and he the other. They turned every knob. 
Locked.” Jon shook his head. “They look as if they might be guesi 
rooms or offices.” 

“\Ve’d better leave them until later,” Randi derided. 

They passed a staircase that rose to a landing and turned. They couh 
see nothing above the landing. They continued on, listening. The odo 
of cigars increased. Edgy, Jon's gaze swept everywhere. At last they stoo( 
at the timbered entry to a cavernous living room decorated with rusti 
. wood-and-leather furniture, brass-and-wood lamps, and low wood table: 
It had to be the big room Marty had described. Across it extended 
wall of windows through svhich sunlight flooded. There w-as also a 
enormous stone fireplace in which coals glowed, warming the rooi 
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against the October chill. The expanse of windows looked out to the 
lake through the dense trees, and in the middle of the wall were double 
front doors that opened out to a covered porch. 

Without speaking, the silent pair slipped together across the room, 
stood beside the doors, and surveyed the porch. Beyond the porch, on 
the lawTi oft to the left, were the two remaining guards relaxing in 
Adirondack chairs, smoking and chatting, their rifles across their knees. 
They were gazing out at the valley where the colors of autumn had 
turned the sweep of hardwood trees to rich golds and reds among the 
green pines. 

She was watching the sentries. “They’re perfect targets,” she mur- 
mured. 

"Lazy idiots. They think because Tremont is gone they can do what 
they want.” 

“If it comes to shooting,” Randi whispered, “I'll take the one on the 
right, you take the one on the left. With luck, they'll surrender.” 

“That’s what we want.” Smith nodded in agreement. He was getting 
used to working with her. In fact, he was enjoying it. Now, if they could 
just do it well enough to survive . . . “Let’s go.” 

They cased the doors open and padded out onto the porch as the 
two men talked and smoked in their chairs. The sun was hard and flinty 
as Jon's gaze locked onto the guards sitting directly below, unknowing. 

The taller guard flicked his cigarette onto the grassy lawn and stood. 
“Time to do another turn around the property.” Before Jon or Randi 
could move, he saw them. "Bob!" he called in alarm. 

“Lay down your weapons,” Jon commanded. 

Randi’s voice was tense. “Do it slowly. So no one makes any mis- 
takes.” 

Both men froze. One was completely on his feet but only half-turned 
to face them, while the other was merely halfway out of his chair. Nei- 
ther s weapon was pointed at Jon and Randi, while Jon and Randi had 
the guards completely covered. It was a surprise ambush that had 
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woikd, and there was no doubt in anyone’s minds that unless the sen- 
tries wanted to commit suicide, they would do exactly as told. 

“Shit,” one muttered. 


The timbered grounds were quiet as Smith locked the three tied-up 
sentries in an outbuilding behind the garage. Marty stood in the shad- 
ows next to it, while Randi was out ot sight, monitoring the lodge for 
any activit)’. Marty’s round face was worried, and his green eyes had a 
dark look, as it he were in a world he had never wanted to know anything 
about. His plump body seemed desolate in his baggy pants and jacket. 

He looked up at Jon. ‘Tou want me to stay here?” he asked, as if he 
knew the answer. 

“It’s safer. Mart, and we need someone to be sentry. I don’t know 
what we’re going to find in the lab. It something happens to us, you’ve 
got a chance to make it by escaping into the woods.” 

Mart)' nodded soberly. His fingers twitched on the bullpup as if he 
longed for a keyboard instead. “It’s okay, Jon. I know you’ll be back for 
me. Good luck. And if 1 see anything” — ^he gave a brave smile — “I’ll be 
sure to fire once.” 

Smith clamped a hand on his shoulder in encouragement. 

Marty patted Jon’s hand. “I’ll be okay. Don’t worry about me. You’d 
better go.” 


Weapons in hand, Jon and Randi met at the side door of the lodge 
they had used before. They exchanged a long look, and some kind of 
recognition passed bebveen them. Jon moved his eyes away, and Randi 
found herself wondering nervously what was happening to her. 

Inside the lodge, they paused at the foot of the staircase in the long 
hall. There had been no gunshots fired outdoors, and they hoped that 
whoever was at work upstairs had no idea the sentries had been taken 
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and the lodge invaded. The whole point of this stealthy attach was to 
accomplish what they needed as quicHy and efficiently as possible — 
and to emerge alive and intact. 

Warily, they padded up the stairs, rounded the landing, and contin- 
ued on up. As the)' neared the top, there was still silence. 

And then they saw why. A thick glass door with heav)' glass panels 
on either side was set back from a small foyer area. Beyond the glass 
was a vast, gleaming laboratory with offices and rooms around its perim- 
eter. Off to the side was what looked like a "clean room” devoted to 
experiments that had to be conducted in an atmosphere free of con- 
taminants. Another room held an electron microscope. All labs "had the 
same sense about them — orderliness touched with an aura of controlled 
chaos that came from papers, test tubes, Bunsen burners, glass beakers, 
flasks, microscopes, file cabinets, computers, refrigerators, and all the 
other paraphernalia that was so vital to scientists in their pursuit of 
codifying the unknown. This one also had what looked like a next- 
century spectrometer. 

But what riveted Jon’s gaze, what gave him both a sinking sensation 
and a jolt of triumph, was a heavy door in the center of one wall marked 
by the glaring red trefoil symbol of a biohazard. It was the door to a 
Level Four Hot Zone laboratory installation. A secret Level Four. 

“I see four people,” Randi whispered. 

Jon kept his voice even. "Time to introduce ourselves.” 

They pushed in through the door, their weapons in front of them. 


Chapter 

Forty-Four 


Two of the technicians looked up. As soon as they saw the guns, fear 
shot into their faces. One of them moaned. At the sound, the other hvo 
looked up. They blanched. Without saying a word, Jon and Randi had 
all four’s attention. 

Don t shoot! begged the oldest of the two men. 

Please. I have children!” said the younger of the two women. 

No one’s going to be hurt if you just answer a few questions,” Smith 
assured them. 

“He’s right.” Randi pointed her Uzi'at what looked like a small con- 
ference room off the lab. “Let’s go in there and have a warm and friendly 
chat.” ^ 


In their white uniforms, the four technicians filed into the room and, 
" en told, took chairs at the Formica-topped conference table. They 
ranged in age from mid-forties to mid-hventies, and they had the look 
oI people who put in regular days. These were no wild-eyed, pasty-faced 
scientists who lived in their labs weeks at a time when WTapping up a 
pro, ect. They were ordinary people rvith wedding rings and photos of 
xtended families on their workbenches. Technicians, not scientists, 
xcept the older of the rivo w'omen. She had short gray hair and 




Robert Ludlum and Gayle Lands 


wore a long white lab coat over street clothes. She had been silent and 
watehful since they had entered. Some hind of scientist or supervisor. 

Sweat bathed the high forehead of the older, balding man. His gaze 
had been on the guns, but now he looked up at Randi. “What do you 
want?” His voice was shaky. 

"Glad you asked,” she told him. "Tell us about the monkey Hras.” 

“And the serum that happens to cure a human virus, too,” Jon said. 

“We know it was brought from Peru twelve years ago by Victor Trc- 
mont." 

“We also know about the experiments on the twelve soldiers in Des- 
ert Storm.” 

Randi asked, “How long have you had the scrum?” 

“And how did the epidemic start?” 

Hearing the rapid-fire questions, the older woman’s gray features 
pinched. Her faded eyes grew defiant. “We don’t know what you mean. 
We have nothing to do with any monkey virus or semm.” 

"Tlien what do you work on here?” Randi demanded. 

“Antibiotics and vitamins mostly,” the supervisor told her. 

Smith said, “So why the secrecy? Tire remoteness? Tliis lab doesn’t 
show up in any of Blanchard’s documents.” 

“We don’t belong to Blanchard.” 

‘Then whose antibiotics and vitamins are you working on?” 

The supervisor flushed, and the others looked terrified again. She 
had said more than she had wanted to. “I can’t tell you that,” she 
snapped. 

Randi said, “Okay. Tlicn we’ll look at your files.” 

“They’re computerized. We don’t have access. Only the director and 
Dr. Tremont do. When they get back, they’ll put, an end to you and all 
this — ” 

Jon’s anger was rising. Whether they knew it or not, they had helped 
murder Sophia. “No one’s going to come back anytime soon. Tliey re 
too busy getting medals, and your three guards are dead outside," he 
lied. ‘Tou want to join the guards?" 
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The supen-isor glared at him, stubbornly silent. 

Randi tried to control her rage. "Maybe you think because we ve been 
polite so far that we won’t kill you. You’re right, we probably won t. 
We’re the good guys. But,” she added cheerfully, “I have no problem 
with causing considerable pain. Mistakes do get made. You hear me 
clearly?” 

That got their attention. At least the attention of the other three. 
They hurriedly nodded. 

"Good. Now, which of you is going to tell us the name of the com- 
pany you work for and the computer passwords?” 

“And,” Smith added, staring at the supervisor, “why you need a Level 
Four lab for vitamins and antibiotics?" 

The supervisor's face paled, and her hands trembled, but she inten- 
sified her glare of intimidation at the other three. 

But the smallest and oldest man ignored her. “Don’t try that, 
Emma.” His voice was weak but determined. ‘Tou’re not in charge here 
anjmore. They are." He looked at Jon. “How do we know you won’t kill 
us anjway?” 

‘You don’t. But you can be sure the odds are far better that if any- 
one’s going to be hurt, it’s going to be now. Later, we’re going to be 
too bus)’ bringing doss'n Victor Tremont.” 

The older man stared. Then he nodded soberly. “I’ll tell you.” 

Jon looked at Randi. “Now that things are handled here. I’ll get 
Marty.” 

She gave a brisk nod. As she held her Uzi on the four lab workers, 
her mind was on Sophia. She was closing in on Sophia’s killer. She was 
going to make them pay, no matter what she had to do. 

‘Talk,” she told the older lah technician. ‘Talk fast.” 

■ 

Mart)’ was sitting against a tree near the shed, the Enfield bullpup 
h’ing across his lap. He was humming to himself. He seemed to be 
studying sunbeams tbaf 
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trees. To look at him where he leaned back, his short legs stretched out 
on the pine needles, his ankles crossed, he could be an imp from some 
long-ago fairy tale without a problem in the world. Unless you noticed 
his eyes. That w'as where Smith’s attention was fixed as he approached 
silently, cautiously. The green eyes were almost emerald in color and 
troubled. 

“Any problems?” 

Marty jumped. “Dam it, Jon. Next time make some noise." He 
rubbed his eyes as if they hurt. “I’m happy to report I’ve seen or heard 
no one. The shed’s been quiet, too. But then there’s not a lot any of 
those three can do, considering how well we tied them. Still, 1 don’t 
think I’m cut out for guard work. Too boring and too much responsi- 
bility of the wrong kind.” 

“1 see the problem. Feel like some computer sleuthing instead?” 

Marty immediately looked more cheerful. “At last. Of course!” 

"Let’s go into the lodge. I need you to search some of Tremont’s 
files.” 

"Ah, Victor Tremont. The one behind it all.” Marty rubbed his 
hands. 

Once inside, they were moving past the row' of closed and locked 
doors when Smith heard a sound. They were almost in the same place 
in the hall where Randi had thought she had heard something. 

He stopped and grabbed Marty’s arm. "Don’t move. Listen. Are you 
picking up anything?” 

They stayed that way, slowly rotating their heads as if by movement 
alone they could enhance their hearing. 

Jon spun around. “W'hat was that?” 

Marty frowned. “I think someone’s shouting.” 

Tire sound came again. It was a voice, but muffled and far away. A 
man’s voice. 

“It’s this one.” Jon pressed his car to One of the doors. It appeared 
to be thicker, sturdier than the others, and the lock was a heary dead- 
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bolt Someone was shouting but barely audible somewhere on the far 
side. 

“Open it!” Mart)' said. 

“Give me the bullpup.” With the big assault rifle, he shot out the 
lock. 

Screams of tenor sounded above their heads from the laboratorj', but 
the door swung open. They entered cautiously. There was a second door 
almost at once. Smith shot this one open, too, and they found them- 
seh'es in a large, well-furnished living room. There was a kitchen through 
an archway, a formal dining room, a wet bar, and a corridor that prob- 
ably led to bedrooms. The noise, clearly shouting now, was coming from 
the corridor. 

“You stay back and cover me, Mart.” 

Marty did not bother to protest. “Okay. I’ll do my best.” 

As Jon warily entered the corridor, whoever was calling must have 
heard enough to convince him someone was on the way. Banging started 
behind the third door. 

jon tried it. Locked. "Who’s in there?" he called out. 

“Mercer Haldane!” the furious voice bellowed. “Are you the police? 
Have you captured Victor?” 

Stand back,” Jon called again. He used bis Beretta on the simple 
room lock. 

The door blasted open, and a short bantam-rooster of an older man 
with a mane of unruly white hair, thick white eyebrows, and a clean- 
shaven but choleric face sat in an armchair in what looked like a master 

bedroom. He was handcuffed and chained to the wall at the ankle but 
not ga^ed. 

‘TVho the devil are you?” the old man demanded. 

Lt. Col. Jonathan Smith, M.D. Someone your people have been 
tir ing to murder.” 

Murder? WTiy, for the love of — ” The old man stopped. “Ah, yes, 
. W. I knew he was worried about . . . M.D. you say. Don’t tell me; 

CDC?FDA?” 
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"USAMRIID.” 

“Fort DctricJv, of course. So liave you caught the bastard?” 

“We’re trying.” 

“I’ou’d better try faster. He’s getting that damned medal at five 
o’clock. Probably the money a minute or so later, and no telling where 
he’ll be by six o’clock. A long way from here, if I know him.” 

“Then you’d better help us.” 

“Just ask.” 

‘Tou think he created the virus epidemic?” 

“Of course he did. Are you a numbskull? That’s why he locked me 
in here. What I don’t know is how he did it.” 

Jon nodded. "Figures. Watch yourself. I’m going to shoot this leg 
chain off.” 

Mercer Haldane crunched with fright. 'Then he shrugged. “I hope 
your aim’s good. I intend to live long enough to bring Victor down to 
his knees.” 

Smith shot out the chain lock and helped the old man up. “My other 
associate’s in the lab. We’re trying to locate Tremont’s research rec- 
ords." 

“He must have his illicit records hidden. I tried to find them, too.” 

Jon patted Mart)’ on the back. ‘Tou didn’t have my secret weapon." 


When Jon and Marty strode into the laboratory with the short old 
man red-faced and angry under a shock of white hair, Randi was waiting 
for them. She had locked the four lab technicians in the conference 
room. 

“WTiat was all the shooting? You nearly gave me a coronary." 

Jon introduced Mercer Haldane and asked, “What did the technician 
tell you?” 

“They work for Tremont and Associates. The password into their 
computer is Hades.” 

Marty made a beeline to the nearest terminal, Haldane on his heels. 
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Mart,' s face was almost relaxed, so happy was he to be reaming to a 
sSd he understood. Without looking at Haldane, Marty handed him 
his bullpup, sat, flexed his fingers, and went to rvork. Haldane rolled a 
stool over so he could sit next to him. jon followed and took the bullpup 
Enfield away from the former CEO. He was not about to trust him. 

Smith quietly explained to Randi, “Mercer Haldane is the former 
chaiiman and GEO of Blanchard. Last week Tremont forced him out 


and took over.” 

"How could he do that?” 

“Old-fashioned blackmail, he says. But 1 think he was bought off, 
too. A cut of the Hades Project. That's what Tremont named the virus 
and serum project. He kept it hidden from Haldane and Blanchard for 
more than a decade.” 

"A perfect name for the horror they’re causing. MTiat else did he tell 
you?" 

“Just about what we’d figured. Tremont found the virus in Peruvian 
Amazonia and brought it back to Blanchard along with a crude native 
cure; the blood of monkeys that had sundved the disease and were full 
of neutralizing antibodies. Some Indians dowm there drink the blood, 
and it saves a lot of them every year. Tremont set up his secret team 
with company money and personnel, and they did most of the work 
here to isolate the virus and develop their antisemm by cloning the 
genes that made the antibodies. 'Then the bastard used DNA repair 
enz)Tnes to introduce a few subtle mutations into the viruses to make 
it become \imlent progressively earlier.” 

“That s all he could tell you?" She was disappointed. 

“Tes. Except he s sure Tiemont's caused this pandemic somehow.” 
The shout of rage echoed through the lab. “Useless! It’s all nothing!” 
Marty was glaring at Haldane and the conference room where they 
had locked up the technicians. “There's nothing in the files of Tremont 
and Associates. It s all routine junk about antibiotics and vitamins and 

knT. * rvn . . » . - 
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These people are technicians. He used them but told them nothing. 
Tliey think they're working for Tremont and Associates. 'Hie Hades 
password is his idea of a joke on anyone accessing his computer.” 

Jon nodded. “That sounds like the kind of man svho could run an 
c.vpcriment on humans in the Gulf War. But the real stuff has to be in 
there somewhere. Mart. Keep hacking. We’ve got to know.” 

Marty sounded discouraged. His meds had not worn off yet. "Hi try, 
Jon. Only I really need my own — ” 

Tlicy heard a sudden sound outside the windows of the secret lab- 
oratory. Like a seasoned team, Jon and Randi dashed to look out. A car 
was approaching on the mountain road, a cloud of dust spinning out 
from the tires. 

Adrenaline jolted Smith. “Mart! Haldane! Watch those technicians,” 

Jon and Randi tore across the laboratory, out through the door, and 
down to the landing. Side by side, they dropped flat where they could 
sec anyone below who passed through the corridor from the living room 
or the side door. Randi looked over at Jon, at his blue eyes so intense, 
at his rvide face uith the hard chin, his swept-back black hair. His ex- 
pression was granite. 

“Now what?” 

“Well know soon.” He did not look at her. He did not have to. He 
could feel her presence like a reassuring friend. 

Two car doors closed. Footsteps rapidly approached the house. A 
voice spoke low and urgent. 



Chapter 

Forty-Five 



•32 P.M. 

aVe Magua, New Yoik 

Rapid footsteps, soft and light, padded wiftly along the comdoT 

om the bad doot. 

“Whiat the—" Randi began. 

Before ]on could answer, the big Doberman, Samson, appeared a 
re bottom of the stairs. He looked up at the landing, bared his fang 
ad bunched his powerful muscles to attack. 

Smith stood up, his Beretta behind his back. “Samson, sit’.” 
Puzzled, the dog cocked his head. Jon repeated the command, a 
iddenly the animal seemed to identify him as one of the "friends” 1 
'iriffin had ordered him to sniff under the RV. Slowly he sank back 
is haunches, still staring up. 

Jon raised his voice. His face was eager. “Peter?” 

The lean and leathery ex-SAS strolled into view, again wearing 
ench coat buttoned over his black commando suit. “W^io else? 
on’t think Samson would go over to the enemy, do you?” He an 
’oberman climbed the stairs. 


397 
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Iljindi jumped up, ‘Tcriili the tlioiiglit. Good to see you, Peter." 
Snu'lli's smile vr,K broad. For a moment lie looked ten years younger 
"We've been worried," 

"No sentries outside. 'Iliat your bandiwork?" 

Jon said, "Yes. Everyone else is at Ibe ceremony, I expect," 

Ibiridi added, "Except for four lab teelis weVe got locked up. And 
llic former bead of Blancliard, vdio’s bclping Marty at tlie coinputcr.” 

Ibindi slopped, and sbe and Jon stared at Peter, wliose left arm w.is 
dangling straight dov/n, useless. Blood bad rlried on Peter’s left wrist 
and band bencatb the long (rcncb-coat sleeve, 

"You're woimdedl How bad? I>cl me look at it,” Jon ordered. 
"Pinprick." 

"Grjddamn it, come up bere and lake off your coat," 

He bcid tbe laboratory door open as Peter sigbed and topped the 
stairs, , Samson at bis side, 

"Marty," Hindi called as ibey ciitcrci], "J'clcr's bere," 

Marly spun in bis ebair as Peter v/alked in. A smile of welcome 
wreathed bis round face, 'fbe Englishman allowed himself a rclum 
smile, ffc and Marty stared at each other a long moment. 

Finally Peter said, "Mustn't v/orry about me, my boy. Bcmcrnbcr llic 
^dd man's been through worse fban this on more continents lb.in he 
y cares to name. Nov/ get yourself back to v/ork," 'llicre was affection in 
bis voice, 

Marty's green eyes tv/inkled. He gave a short nod and returned to 
bis chair. As be told Mercer Haldane about Peter, the Doberman ap- 
peared at Marty's side. Marly palled him, and ibe dog sigbed and laid 
lircdly at bis feel, 

'flic Englishman said rjuictly lo Jon, "Don't fuss. I've slopped bleed- 
ing. I'll be fine until J reach tbe docs." 

"1 am a doc, you crazy Brit, Everylbing else about you may Ire work- 
ing, but your memory’s going south," 

Peter gave a wry grimace and laid tbe H&K submachine gun on a 




lab bench. Jon helped him off wth his trench coat. Underneath, he 
wore only his commando trousers and webbed belt. His chest was naked. 
Bullets had struek him in the side and arm. He had mapped what 
looked like pieces of a tom sheet around the wounds. 

As Peter unwound the cloth, Randi got the older male technieian 
from the conference room. He produced an extensive first-aid kit. The 
wound in the upper chest below the armpit had gone cleanly through 
the flesh around an upper rib. It appeared to have cracked the rib, but 
touched nothing vital. The arm injury was a shallow tunnel through 
muscle. The bleeding had all but stopped. Jon washed the wounds, 
applied antibiotic, rebandaged each one properly, and insisted Peter take 
at least aspirin. 

Smith told him, "You need a hospital, but that wall hold you for 
now.” - 

“Good as new,” Peter declared. “Tell me what you’ve found.” 

“^Vc’IC pretty sure this is where Tremont and his associates did most 
of the actual work. Marty and Haldane are trying to bust into the records 
now. Tremont pushed Haldane out only last week. Blackmail, he says, 
but I suspect he settled for a big cut of the billions they’ll all make. 
Then his conscience started bothering him.” 

“It’d be pleasant if conscience bothered more people,” Peter ob- 
-served. “Shall we see what progress they’ve achieved?” 

“Not a damn thing.” Randi shook her head with discouragement. 

Marty s still loosening up from his meds and having trouble figuring 
how the records ate entered. This system’s unconnected to Blanchard's 
mainframe, so Haldane’s stumped.” 

Randi was leaning over Marty and Mcrccr Haldane as Marty manip- 
ulated the keyboard and Haldane sat beside him, interpreting what he 
found. 

Tell the boy,” Peter said, wincing as the simple act of speaking 
hscaked his wounds, “he had best hurry. Samson and 1 injured (he 
enemy but we by no means put them out of action. Tliat Arab wc .sav/ 
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back in the Sierras appears to be the boss, just as Griffin said. He es- 
caped unharmed with at least two of his men. The rest won’t be active 
anytime soon, if ever.” 

"Could they have followed you?" Randi wanted to know. 

“Think not. But it’s likely they’ll eventually decide Griffin or Marty 
informed us of this lodge and that we’re here. They could arrive wth 
reinforcements any minute." 

Jon said, "You hear that. Mart?” 

‘T've tried everything I know,” Marty snapped testily, "Now I’m work- 
ing to establish an untraceable link with my computer so I can use my 
own programs. Give me another few seconds." 

Both the testincss and the quickening of his speech showed his meds 
were almost gone, and they waited as patiently as they could. 

"Someone better go down and watch,” Smith realized. “Not you, 
Peter" 

"Samson can go. He’ll be a better lookout than any of us.” 

As Peter sent the dog off, Marty shouted, "I’m connected!” 

“Thank God," Randi said fervently. 

"All right, let’s start a search for the company that operates this 
computer.” Marty worked the keyboard, and the screen began to flash 
permutations too fast for them to see. Finally on the screen appeared 
' ^ i the logo and name of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals, Inc. 

“That means Victor registered the machine to us, and we pay for it,” 
Haldane said, "An unexplained extra computer system was one item the 
accountants found they couldn’t trace to any authorized research pro- 
gram.” 

Marty played across the keyboard. The screen continued to flicker 
through a series of computations. Finally a name flashed on; VAXHAM 
Corporation. 

“What the devil is VAXHAM?” Haldane wondered. 

Marty was leaning fonvard, concentrating. He clicked on VAXHAM, 
and it lit up with a long series of directories. One was “Laborator)' 
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ali the way back to the very first one; January IS, /on hv.fi 
his shoulder, 

‘Wow,” Jon breathed. “A report of the firsi rcf.lricfion ftr/.y.r. 
ping of the monkey sims from Peru! Now we’re ('el)iri?' '/.r.'i-r 
Smith pulled up a stool. He studied the reslricliori map of t: 
and in his mind compared it to the same mapping of ihf. cr.r. f; 
killed Sophia that he had studied at USAMRIfD, ffo Ic? o’/ 
whistle and looked up. “No surprise, but at last v/e have: 
They’re almost identical — in fact, they may be idcrifica?. Tre .e 
virus and the one killing people are the same.” 

Randi said angrily, “Victor Tremont knew 
Each year listed a summary of the techni 
scrum. They showed a steady lessening of the : 
before the final fatal outbreak and the stescy 
iveness on the virulent stage — at least in a pe 
keys. Again it was confirmation of uhat they 
could find no data about the Iraq experbtee 
suddenly spread like a contagion across t-ee w 
or from Victor Tremont and his VAXKeM C 
“The last directory' is blocked fay a parrs 
Then he sneered, “Complacent fools, they car 
lerbach the Magician!” 

He raised his hands as if he were a trmcerr 
keyboard. Using his own software, he ser.r 
of kaleidoscopic words, questions. cernTrar-; 
matter of seconds. 

“There!" Marty chortled. “Hew arrrrr.. _ 

A single short phrase appearec or. tre 
“Hades,” Jon groaned. 

“People,” said Marty pompoiea; -• " 
dictable.” 

He entered the password, l .re — 
meticulous scries of financial rp'r.. 
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ing every year from 1989 to the present. The corporate officers were 
listed: Victor Tremont, with some 35 percent of the stocic, and George 
Hyem, Xavier Becker, Adam Cain, and Jack McGraw with 10 percent 
each. 

In his heightened state, Marty saw the connection instantly: “VAX- 
HAM. With Tremont, an acronyan of first and last names: Victor, Adam, 
Xavier, Hyem and McGraw, with an extra ‘A’ to make it look like a 
word.” 

“Those arc some of the best people in the company.” Haldane was 
aghast. “All of them head departments, and McGraw’s security. No won- 
der they could get away with so much for so long.” 

Major stockholders were listed: Maj. Gen. Nelson Caspar and Lt. 
Gen, Einar Salonen (Ret.). “There’s your army connection," Randi told 
Jon. She shook her head with disgust. 

“Also the government,” Haldane said furiously. “Nancy Petrelii. She’s 
Health and Human Sersaces. And there’s Congressman Ben Sloat.” 

Marty was still searching. “These seem to be year-by-year statistics 
of progress on the project. Reports of operations, 1 guess.” He paused. 
“Here arc data about antibiotic shipments." 

Jon and Haldane leaned closer. 

Haldane was surprised. “Those are Blanchard antibiotics. All of them. 
And the figures appear to be our total shipments for each year.” 

Puzzled, they read on until Smith suddenly inhaled sharply. He stood 
up, radiating rage. “That’s it!” His face was tight, his high cheekbones 
prominent under the harsh overhead fluorescent lights. His dark blue 
eyes had blackened into bottomless pits. He seemed to be fighting dis- 
belief, violence, and grief. 

Mercer Haldane looked up, and Randi turned to stare. 

“Wiat is it, my boy?” Peter had been sitting off to the side, wcaiy 
and in pain, but the look on Jon’s face had snapped him out of his 
exhaustion. 

Jon’s voice was arctic. "Marty, print it out. All of it. Start w-ith the 
corporate progress reports. And do it fast!” 
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jn?” Randi was watching his drawn face and empty eyes. lie s\as 
ing her. “\\'hat does it mean?” 

erjone focused on him. The lab was silent as his gaze slowly took 
: test tubes, microscopes, and benches where so much despicable 
had been done over the past decade. His chest burned, and his 
ich felt as if a Mack truck had just slammed into it. He began to 



Chapter 

Forty-Six 


Jon’s voice was hoarse, and he spoke slowly, as if he had to make certain 
he was precise in each word, "Those antibiotic shipments of Blanchard’s 
tell the story. Remember when I explained that the virus isn’t vesy 
contagious? So that led me to the question of how so many millions of 
people could get so terribly sick and die at about the same time. The 
answer is what we guessed — Vietor Tremont.” He hesitated. His hands 
balled into fists at his sides. He growled, “The bastard shipped the virus 
across the world in all of Blanchard’s antibiotics. Antibiotics that were 
meant to cure people were also infecting them with an untrcatable, 
deadly illness." His eyes were haunted. "Tremont and his gang set it all 
in motion ten years ago. The Hades Project. For a decade he’s been 
contaminating Blanchard’s antibiotics to infect millions even though he 
knew he might never have a cure when the virus went into its fatal stages!” 

"Bloody hell,” Peter said, his voice unbeliesang. 

Jon went on as if he had not heard. "They sent the virus out to 
create an epidemic that’d start ten years later, working to change the 
virus so that every year it would mutate into its lethal stage earlier and 
earlier. All so it would turn lethal to millions and millions this year, and 
they could cure it and make billions of dollars in profit. Tliat was before 
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they could kow whether they’d ever have a serum, or that rt d be c 
fectivc enough, or that it’d be stable and could be even sbppcd. 
condemned millions of people to certain death on the gamble they 

could make them pay to save their lives.” , , 

Randi shook her head, shocked. “It was all so Blanchard andTrcmonl 
could make billions ol doUars. Get rich. Live well.” Her voice broke 
“That’s why Sophia died. She was in Pem and must’ve met Tremon 
there. That’s the missing phone call. When she started studying th 
unknonn virus, she remembered sometbing, and sbe called Tremon 
No wonder he had to stop her investigation. 

Jon looked at Randi as tears slid down her cheeks. Vlis eyes gre 
moist and his throat thickened. She reached out and took his hand, } 
nodded and squeezed hers. 

Haldane stood up, trembling with the horror of it. “Great Lord 
never imagined anything so obscene. All those poor sick people w 
needed our antibiotics. Trusting science and medicine to case their s 
. fering. Trusting Blanchard.” 

Jon turned on the former CEO in fury. “How much were you go 
to make, Haldane, before your sudden change of heart?” 

“W^at?" Haldane blinked at him. His rwinkled face became as ai 
as Jon's, “Victor forged my name. He tricked me! He made it look ; 

1 d approved everything. What was 1 supposed to do? He had me 
nered, powerless. He was going to take my company. I deserved sc 
thing! 1 He stopped as if hearing his owm words, and he fell 
down onto the stool. His voice dropped in shame. “I didn’t know 
what he’d done, how horrible the consequences would be. When I 
what it meant, I couldn’t stay silent." He laughed a derisive laui 
himself. ‘Too little, too.late. That’s what they’ll say. As greedy a 
rest, he found too little conscience, too late." 

Sounds about right,” Jon said in revulsion. He turned his back on 
Haldane to face Peter and Randi. “We’ve got to~” 

so2"'’,rr..n to ™tyo„= wW,led to to 
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continued working the keyboard and peering at the screen. “They never 
stopped. Oh, no, no, no. They've not only put the virus in the antibiotics 
every year since, they’re still doing it! It says here a shipment of contam- 
inated medicine will go out today at the same time as the first antiviral 
serum shipment!" 

A thunderous silence filled the room. They looked at one another — 
Jon, Randi, Marty, Peter, and Mercer Haldane — as if they had not heard 
correctly. Could not have. 

Jon’s voice was stunned. “He’s creating a pandemic that will go on 
and on.” 

Randi added, “And make a nuclear bomb seem like a child’s toy.” 

Peter’s pale blue eyes pierced the lab. He gripped his injured arm as 
if the pain had suddenly increased. “Then we must mess up the arse- 
hole's plans.” 

“We'd better hurry.” Marty was still reading from the computer 
screen, “Blanchard will have a little over two billion dollars in payments 
wired electronically from many countries as well as America the instant 
the first shipment leaves the plant.” He swiveled around. His eyes 
snapped with outrage. "And your Victor Tremont appears to have re- 
cently opened a bank account in the Bahamas. Probably in case of an 
unexpected emergency, wouldn’t you think?" 

“So if we don’t stop him today,” Randi said, "another shipment of 
the virus goes out, and Tremont probably flies the coop with a billion 
dollars or so." 

“But how?” Mercer Haldane groaned, seeing any chance for redemp- 
tion in the pages of history vanishing. “Victor gets the medal, and the 
shipment goes out in an hour! And the president will be at Blanchard 
with the secret service and FBI and every policeman the state and village 
can spare.” 

Jon nodded. “Tlic president!" A plan was forming in his mind. 

That's how we stop Tremont. We show the president what he’s done.” 

“If we can get to him,” Randi said. 

“With the proof on paper,” Peter added. 
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-And somoine ,hon, hell beta.' |on finuhed, "No; a 
eefenlis. Ifc me, AWOL from the army and «nted for . 

-Or a CIA agent who's protahly been bmnded as rogne b;, now, too, 


Randi agreed ^unily. ^ 

Marh-, who v^-as stiH printing out the records of the Hades Proj-wt, 
said over his shoulder, “May I suggest Mr. Mercer Haldane, fo..a.ci 
chairman of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals, rvho, at least on paper, appears 

to be one of the heinous conspirators?" 

Everyone stared at the white-haired cacecutivc. He nodded enthusi 
astically, seeing a chance to reclaim his self-respect, lies. I like that., 
want to tell the president everything.” Then his eagerness faded, Bu 
Victor would never let me get close." 

“I’m not sure anyone could personally reach the president today, 


Randf agreed. 

{on pursed his lips, thinking. “Which leaves us back wfhere w 
started. But we've got to stop Tremont some damn way." 

“And verj' soon," Peter warned. “That bloody al-Hassan and h 
troops could show up here any second. Then where are we?" 

“Who else will be at the ceremony?" Randi wondered. “The suri^ci 

* 3 

general? Sccrctarj' of state? The president's chief of staff?" 

Theyll be just as well guarded,” Smith kmew/. “Besides, Tremon 
people will see to it we don’t get close. Tremont’s securit)' uses violen 
as their tool of choice. In some ways, they’re a worse obstacle than I 
secret service." 


Randi ruminated, “I wish some of those foreign leaders were go 
to be there in person. Wc might have a chance to—" 


“Wait. Jon suddenly had another idea. He sat on the stool next 
Mart)-. “Mart, can you break into a closed-circuit TV transmission?’ 

“Sure. Once I broke into a CNN transmission.” He laughed, remt 
benng the prank. “Of course, that was only a local cable stati’on ar 
^^s m another studio in the building. I don’t know- about a naHc 
«ble company. Wbat’s the company? What are the computer co- 
Of course. I’d need a TV camera here, too." 
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“1 Tlie foimer CEO nodded. “You can count on it. 

Pale from his wound, Peter murmured, “Piece of cake.” 

Take the lab technician to show you where the TV studio is, and 
well leave the three others locked up. Well take the M-I6s in case we 

need to make a lot of noise. All set? 

Evei)'one nodded. For a brief moment they gazed around at eacr 
other, as if for reassurance. Then they were a blur of action as they rai 
out of the lab. Peter, Marty, and Haldane followed the technician int 
the rear corridor. Jon and Randi sprinted outside to their rented car. 


Randi drove fast along the mountain road in the late-aftemoon sui 
light. It was a shock to see how normal and beautiful the world looke 
Less than a half mile from the lodge, they saw dust clouds rising ahea 
“Pull off!” Jon snapped. 

Tires screeching, she sped the car off the road into the tall pines, 
branch ripped off an outside mirror. With her Uzi and one of the 1 
16s, and he with the other two M*16s, they leaped out of the car a 
ran back fifty feet. As they turned to look through the trees, they s 
three SWs racing along the road. 

“There he is.” Jon recognized the lean Nadal al-Hassan from ! 
Sienas in the front seat of the lead SU\L “No surprise.” 

Al-Hassan,” Randi agreed, remembering him from outside Pet 
battered RV. 

“Shoot at them with everything we have so theyT think there’s a 
of us, but don’t hit the tires.” 

“Why the hell not?” Randi demanded. 

e need to make them follow' us and leave the lodge alone.” 
Using both hands, they dodged from side to side and fired I 
weapons. They hit mostly air but srill caused enough damage to i 
all three vehicles careening off the road. As soon as the tires of the 1 
SU\' skidded to the side, Jon and Randi loped back to their car. R 
pulled out onto the road again and, as they sped past al-Hassan an 



men, they saw one of the three SUVs had its front tires shot out. It was 
out of commission, abandoned in the trees. 

“Damn!” Jon swore. 

“Peter and Samson will handle them if they have to.” 

The two other SUVs had smashed windows but no major damage. 
They bumped back onto tire road. As they watched in the rearview 
mirror, two men ran from the disabled vehicle and clambered aboard 
the others as they turned to chase Jon and Randi toward the county 
highway, a mile and a half ahead. 

"Stay ahead until we hit Long Lake village,” Smith said. "Keep them 
chasing us.” 

“Piece of cake,” Randi replied in Peter’s voice, smiling grimly. 
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I hc platfoMu was dccoiatcd with yards of red, white, and blue hunting- 
I lie podium was fronted by the presidential seal in blue and gold. Be- 
hind the jilatform rose a towering closcd-^rircuit W screen so ever/vne 
cmdd view the dignitaries from around the world who would participate 
with live speeches. 


The six rows of seated dignitaries sprang to their feet to greet the pres- 
ident. There were all the members of the cabinet, including a beaming 
Nancy Petrelli; the chairman of the Joint Chiefs with his executive aide, 
Maj. Gen. Nelson Caspar; the New York congressional delegation; and 
the ambassadors of fifty nations. 

At the podium. Surgeon General Jesse Oxnard, his massive head and 
mustache dominating everything, clapped with the others. At last he 
stepped to the podium to make introductions. 


5:30 P.M. 

Jon and Randi stood among the crowd a few yards apart and near 
the back. 

They had managed to evade their partly disabled pursuers and arrive 
in Long Lake a half hour ago, where they had searched along the packed 
sidewalks for ways to change their appearances. At last they had found 
an outdoor clothing store, then a toy store and a drugstore on the main 
street, which was one of the fcsv highways that crossed the Adirondack 
Wilderness. They bought supplies at all three and used public rcstrf)om?, 
to change. When they finally emerged, he was darkcr-skirmed and 
looked as if he belonged in this mountain region. He v/orc bulky hunting 
pants, a plaid hunting coat, and a ragged black mustache detached frorri 
a child’s mask. She was in a mousy gray dress, flat heels, hair darkened 
with shoe polish, and a straw hat. 

There were enough foreign observers and journalists to distract every- 
one’s attention, so most people gave them only a fw/ cairioiis glances. 
Still, from around the periphery and up on the platforrrr itself, tfie secret 
service, FBI, and Blanchard's security people contiriually scanned (he 
hordes, alert to any intrusion, 

Jon and Randi shifted locations frequently, 'flicy kept tlreir fieads 
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down and quiet, friendly smiles on their faces. Tliey made certain their 
muscles appeared relaxed. 

Once the band struck up "Hail to the Chief” and everyone was riv- 
eted as President Castilla and Victor Tremont strode toward the plat- 
form, Randi moved closer to Jon to whisper, “The woman with the short 
silver hair wearing the knit business suit is Nancy Pctrclli, and tlic gen- 
eral in the second row behind Admiral Brose is Nelson Caspar.” 

“I expect Ben Sloat and old General Salonen are here somewhere, 
too.” 

Their plan was simple; Work their way far enough forward to get the 
president’s personal attention, and they would try to shout out their 
story. To wave their documents. To accuse Tremont and his cohorts to 
their faces with evcrj’one as witnesses, and maybe to make one or more 
of them panic and reveal themselves. At least, to comince the president 
to hear. After all, this was a public gathering. 

Tlrat was at the best. 

At the w'orst, they wanted to give Marty a chance to break into the 
closed-circuit broadcast so Mercer Haldane could confirm everything 
they claimed. 

But first, they had to slip through the crowd without attracting the 
sharp eyes of the hundreds of public and private security who were 
j watching for interlopers, troublemakers, terrorists . . . and them. 


5:09 P.M. 

Lake Magua 

Muttering wildly to himself in the small TV studio, Marty worked 
fer'erishly at the computer in the state-of-the-art control room. 

‘AVhcrc arc you, you beast! I know you’re in there somewhere. Give 
me the code name and the password, damn you! Once more, the tele- 
phone company is . . .” 

I 
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Mercer Haldane waited out in the studio with the four technicians 
and a series of blowups of the computer records. Behind them was a 
photographic backdrop of an Adirondack woodland scene, the high 
peaks of Whiteface and Marcy in the distance. Haldane’s cheeks were 
sweating. He continually mopped them as he watched Marty through 
the control room rvindow. He glanced often and nervously at his watch. 

. All right, yes' 1 have you. I’m into the telephone company. Now 
the line into the local TV cable station. Come on . . . come on ... I know 
you want me to find you . . . yes, that’s it . . . domnotion! . . . 

At the studio door, Peter kept guard on the corridor, listening for 
any sounds of warning from Samson. He also glanced from time to time 
at his watch while he observed Marty'’s frantic efforts. 

". . . Ah-ha! Got you. Now, the control room. Here we go . . . here we 
. . . Zounds and putridity! You won’t stop me . . . you cant . . .” Sweat 
dripped from Marty’s face, and his fingers pounded the keyboard as he 
frantically searched for the key into the system. 


5:12 P.M. 

Long Lake Village 

As the surgeon general continued to talk, extolling the virtues of 
Victor Tremont and the wisdom of the president, Jon and Randi edged 
forward in parallel paths, slowly converging again as they advanced. Jon 
saw Victor Tremont's pockmarked killer, Nadal al-Hassan, in deep con- 
versation with a man who looked as if he were the chief FBI agent 
present. Al-Hassan’s arm swept over the crowd as he held a sheaf of 
photos in his lean hand. Jon did not have to guess whom the photos 
pictured. He repressed a worried groan. 

The surgeon general’s introduction ended, and the president stepped 
to the podium. His face v.'as solemn as his gaze slowly traversed the 
faces m the audience and turned to do the same to all the dignitaries 
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seated behind him.- He continued on in a full circle across the vigilant 
backs of the secret service and Tremont’s security team until he again 
faced the rapt crowd. 

“TTiese are terrible times,” he began. ‘‘The world suffers. Millions 
die. And yet we are here to celebrate. And it is entirely fitting that we 
should do so. The man we come to honor will go down in history not 
only as visionary but as a great humanitarian. He . . ." 

As the president continued in rousing, cadenced tones, Jon and 
Randi moved inexorably fonvard, sometimes only a few steps, other 
times several feet at a time. They were careful to make no one angr)'. 
To attract no undue attention. And to appear to be enthralled rvith the 
president's speech as it came quickly to its peroration; . . It is my 
eternally grateful pleasure to present the nation’s highest civilian award 
to Dr. Victor Tremont, a giant sun that will soon shed light on this 
great darkness into which we have all been plunged.” 

Attempting to appear solemn but honored, humble but strong, while 
suppressing his real response of a loud, triumphal laugh, Victor Tremont 
moved toward the podium svith what came out as a grotesque grimace. 
The medal was presented and accepted with a modest embarrassment, 
and the giant TV screen sprang to'lifc with the image of the British 
prime minister towering over them all. 


5:16 P.M. 

Nadal al-Hassan’s mirrored black eyes slowly traversed the surging 
crowd. His face was expressionless, and his dark, narrow head moved 
like a praying mantis as his cold gaze paused on a face that resembled 
one or the other of his quarries, on a shoulder that looked familiar, on 
a militarj’ posture among the packed throng. 

They would be here, he was sure. Smith had proved to be a far more 
resourceful and dangerous adversary than he had ever expected. He had 
little faith in the state or local police of this rustic town, in McGraw s 
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private security force of old soldiers and retired policemen, or in the 
FBI, and he was well aware that the secret serxice agents would confine 
their vigilance to the immediate safety of the president. The protection 
of Victor Tremont and the Hades Project rested on his shoulders. 

His eyes were hooded as they continued to work the crowd. In the 
cold hvilight, the pocks in the tall man’s skin seemed deeper in the 
hollows of his face. He inhaled the pungent odor of wood smoke carried 
in the cold evening air. The scent reminded him of his nomadic youth 
around the campfires of northern Iraq. Those were not memories he 
cared to dwell on. He had come far from those poor beginnings, and 
the Hades Project would be the culmination of his long escape. No one 
was going to stop his success. 

As he thought that, he saw them. 

Smith had disguised himself in bulky hunting pants, a plaid hunting 
coat, and a ra^ed black mustache. The CIA woman wore a gray dress, 
hair darkened rvith shoe polish, and a straw hat. But they could not hide 
from him. 

He whispered to McGraw and started fonvard, fighting the crow'd. 
Excitement spread through him. 


5:16 P.M. 

Lake Magua 

His eyes haggard, his back bent, his face so close to the keyboard his 
sweat dripped onto the keys, Marty' battled to overcome the last barrier 
and assume control of the cable transmission. He had long since ceased 
to mutter and cry out. He had lapsed into a deep and determined si- 
lence as he struggled. 

Mercer Haldane stood with the technicians in front of the single 
camera. It w’as switched on, focused, and waiting. He continued to mop 
the sweat that poured dorvn his face under the hot lights. No one made 
small talk. The room seemed to bristle w'ith tension. 
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At the studio door, Peter no-longer u-atched the corridor outside or 
listened to anything but the silence that seemed to stretch endlessly. 
He did not know what was happening in Long Lake village, but he knew 
the speeches must have begun at least ten minutes ago, and he hoped 
that by now Jon and Randi were approaehing the platform to shout out 
their accusations in front of the president, the crowd, the secret ser\'ice, 
Tremont, and the worldwide TV audience. 

Accusations they would have no chance to prove . . . unless Mart)' 
broke into the transmission in the next few sceonds. 


5:17 P.M. 

Long Lake Village 

Jon and Randi had reached the second row of packed spectators. Just 
ahead was the raised stage with its colorful patriotic bunting. The entire 
throng — all the dignitaries, Victor Tremont, and the president — were 
staring up at the giant image of the prime minister heaping praise and 
gratitude on Victor Tremont. 

Jon took a breath, nodded to Randi, and they abruptly pushed 
through the last people and shouted up to the president’s turned back. 

Smith bellowed: “Tremont is a fraud and a mass murderer!” He 
waved the printouts of the secret records. “He caused this pandemic 
himself! For money. To extort billions from the world!" 

Tile president turned in shock at Jon’s first shout. 

Victor Tremont spun to face them, shouting back: “'They’ve got guns! 
'Tliat man is a fugitive from the military', a rogue scientist, and a killer. 
Shoot him!” 

'The secret service leaped from the platform and ran toward Jon. 
Randi took up the cry. “Tremont’s still infecting millions of people! 
He’s sending out the vims in his antibiotics. He’s shipping infected 
antibiotics every day. Even today!" 
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Nadal al-Hassan and Hs men struggled through the crowd toward 
them. Jack McGraw was bawling orders at his secunh’ guards. 

Jon battled in the grip of the secret service. He managed to wave his 
papers. “1 base the proof'. I have their records. I . . .” 

The secret service swarmed him to the ground. 

Other secret service and FBI rrrerv pounced on Randi. Pam shot 
through her shoulders. They found her Uzi. She s armed! 

Nadal al-Hassan had almost reached them, his gun hidden at his 
side. 


5:18 PAI. 

Lake Magua 

Marty shouted into his microphone, “We’re in!” 

“Go!” Peter cried. 

Mercer Haldane stared into the camera, took a deep breath, and 
started to talk. 


5:18 ?M. 

Long Lake Village 

On the platform, more secret service' grabbed the president to hustle 
him away. 

The giant screen above the milling crowd went dark for a second, 
and then Mercer Haldane appeared with his white, flowing hair and 
dignified face. He was standing in the secret laboratory. Behind him the 
four lab technicians held up giant blowups of the most damning print- 
outs. Watching from below, the crowd fell into a surprised hush, 

"My name is Mercer Haldane.” His words boomed. Somehow Marty 
had managed to increase the volume. “Until last week, I was chairman 



and CEO of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals. I have news about the virus 
that all of you must listen to carefully. Your lives depend on it. A great 
eval has been perpetrated on all of us by Victor Tremont.” Shocked by 
his words, everyone’s attention was riveted, including the secret service. 
"Ten years ago, Victor inaugurated a monstrous secret plan. He called 
it the Hades Project, and he infected twelve soldiers in the Gulf War, 
six on each side of the conflict, with a unique and deadly \irus he had 
found in the Peravian jungle. 'Then he contaminated Blanchard’s anti- 
biotics with the live virus and shipped it across the world. This virus 
would lie dormant for — ” 

On the platform, the president had stopped to listen. Still closely 
surrounded by the watchful agents, he stared up at the mammoth 
screen, his eyes slowly blinking as he took in Mercer Haldane’s story. 
All the dignitaries had focused on it, too. ’The great crowd stood in an 
eerie silence as Mercer Haldane pointed to record entries, to dates, to 
figures. 

The audience began to murmur, softly at first like a distant tornado 
barely heard, and then louder and louder. 

The secret scrs’ice agents relaxed their holds on Jon and Randi. 

On the giant screen, Haldane showed the list of officers and stock- 
holders in the secret VAXHAM Corporation. 

As a shudder of understanding and belief seemed to sweep over the 
;Throngs, the president barked an order. Secret service and FBI agents 
went to stand beside Nancy Petrclli, General Caspar, Ben Sloat, an angry 
General Salonen, and the four officers of VAXHAM. 

The president scanned the audience. “Bring those two who were 
shouting. 1 want to sec the records they were trying to show me.” 

Randi bmshed away the FBI and secret service agents, jumped onto 
the platform, and handed her printouts to President Castilla. “Sir, you 
must arrest Victor Tremont at once, or he’ll escape and transfer billions 
of dollars to his offshore accounts.” 

’The president scanned the papers and barked an order. The secret 
service and FBI agents spread out, looking for Tremont. 
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The chief of detail lan up to the platform. “He s not here, Mr. Pres- 
ident. Victor Tremont is gone!” 

Randi searched all around, too. Her voice rose. So is Jon! 

“Find them!” the president shouted. 


5:36 P.M. 

The hallways in the storage basement of the main building of Blan- 
chard Pharmaceuticals, Inc., were brightly lighted and filled svith boxes, 
file cabinets, and discarded office furniture and equipment. Beneath 
that level was the sub-basement where the lights were dimmer. Here 
spread all the machines to heat, air-condition, supply, and operate the 
big tsvo-story building. The equipment made a quiet hum. 

Under that was yet a third level, unmarhed. Seldom visited. It was 
dark, damp, and rived with narrow corridors. It was not silent. Running 
footsteps echoes from the walls as Victor Tremont and Nadal al-Hassan 
rushed along rvith the speed and certainty’ of those who knew where 
they' were going. Each carried a weapon. They passed an ordinary’ steel 
door on the right. They did not stop but continued on to the wall at 
the very end. This wall was as smooth and unbroken as all the rest in 
the dank sub-sub-basement. Simply the end of the corridor, apparently 

Victor Tremont took a small black box from his suit-jacket pocket. 

Nadal al-Hassan, his weapon ready, watched warily back along the 
side corridor. 

Tremont pressed a button on the box. The entire wall slid heaHh 
to the left, revealing a hidden vault door made of the strongest stee 
available when it had been built on Tremont’s orders at the time h( 
had Blanchard’s operations moved to the Adirondack Wilderness. Tre 
mont was shaking. He spun the combination lock, and the massive doo 
rose a few millimeters up on pneumatic lifts and slowly swung open. 

Clever, Jon said as he stepped from the main corridor, the Berett 
held steady in both hands. He aimed it at the two fugitives, who looke< 


Robert Ludlum and Caule Lynils 


and CEO of Blanchard Pharmaceuticals. I hav'e news about the vims 
that all of you must listen to carefully. Your lives depend on it. A great 
eril has been perpetrated on all of us by Victor Tremont." Shocked by 
his words, eveiyone’s attention rvas riveted, including the secret senice. 
"Ten years ago, Victor inaugurated a monstrous secret plan. He called 
it the Hades Project, and he infected twclv'c soldiers in the Gulf War, 
six on each side of the conflict, with a unique and deadly vims he had 
found in the Pemvian jungle. TTicn he contaminated Blanchard’s anti- 
biotics with the live vims and shipped it across the world. This vims 
would lie dormant for — ” 

On the platform, the president had stopped to listen. Still closely 
surrounded by the watchful agents, he stared up at the mammoth 
screen, his eyes slowly blinking as he took in Mercer Haldane’s story. 
All the dignitaries had focused on it, too. The great crowd stood in an 
eerie silence as Mercer Haldane pointed to record entries, to dates, to 
figures. 

The audience began to murmur, softly at first like a distant tornado 
barely heard, and then louder and louder. 

The secret sendee agents relaxed their holds on Jon and Randi. 

On the giant screen, Haldane showed the list of officers and stock- 
holders in the secret VAXHAM Corporation. 

As a shudder of understanding and belief seemed to sweep over the 
-‘throngs, the president barked an order. Secret sendee and FBI agents 
went to stand beside Nancy Petrelli, General Caspar, Ben Sloat, an angr)' 
General Salonen, and the four officers of VAXHAM. 

'The president scanned the audience. “Bring those two who were 
shouting. I want to sec the records they were try'ing to show me.” 

Randi brushed away the FBI and secret service agents, jumped onto 
the platform, and handed her printouts to President Castilla. “Sir, you 
must arrest Victor Tremont at once, or he’ll escape and transfer billions 
of dollars to his offshore accounts." 

The president scanned the papers and barked an order. ’Tlie secret 
scrs'icc and FBI agents spread out, looking for Tremont. 
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The chief of detail ran up to the platform. “He’s not here, Mr. Pres- 
ident. Victor Tremont is gone!” 

Randi searched all around, too. Her voice rose. “So is Jon!” 

“Find them!” the president shouted. 


5:36 P.M. 

The hallways in the storage basement of the main building of Blan- 
chard Pharmaceuticals, Inc., were brightly lighted and filled with boxes, 
file cabinets, and discarded office furniture and equipment. Beneath 
that level was the sub-basement where the lights were dimmer. Here 
spread all the machines to heat, air-condition, supply, and operate the 
big two-story building. The equipment made a quiet hum. 

Under that was yet a third level, unmarked. Seldom visited. It was 
dark, damp, and rived with narrow corridors. It was not silent. Running 
footsteps echoes horn the svalls as Victor Tremont and Nadal al-Hassan 
mshed along nath the speed and certainty of those who knew where 
they' were going. Each carried a weapon. They passed an ordinary steel 
door on the right. They did not stop but continued on to the wall at 
the very end. This wall was as smooth and unbroken as all the rest in 
the dank sub-sub-basement. Simply the end of the corridor, appiarently. 

Victor Tremont took a small black box from his suit-jacket pocket. 

Nadal al-Hassan, his weapon ready, watched warily back along the 
side corridor. 

Tremont pressed a button on the box. The entire wall slid heavily 
to the left, revealing a hidden vault door made of the strongest steel 
available when it had been built on Tremont’s orders at the time he 
had Blanchard’s operations moved to the Adirondack Wilderness. Tre- 
mont was shaking. He spun the combination lock, and the massive door 
rose a few millimeters up on pneumatic lifts and slowly srvung open. 

Clever, Jon said as he stepped from the main corridor, the Beretta 
held steady in both hands Hp rr -if h,,., c, .t.' . t 1 1 
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up. While Mercer Haldane had been speaking to the stunned crowds; 
Jon had watched Victor Tremont slip away. Caught in the mass of bod- 
ies, Jon had been unable to work his way as swiftly as he had w-anted. 
But in the end, it had not mattered. He had found Tremont. 

Nadal al-Hassan never hesitated. A thin smile spread across his narrow 
face. He swung his Clock and fired before the echo of Jon’s voice ceased. 

Tire bullet missed Smith’s throat by the thickness of a hair. 

Jon did not hesitate or miss. All the horrors of the past two weeks 
swept over him in an unforgettable second. He pulled the trigger, and 
al-Hassan fell forward without a sound. He lay spread-eagled, his blood 
pooling on the gray concrete floor at the side of his head. 

Victor Tremont’s bullet did not miss either. It stabbed like scaring 
ice through the upper part of Jon’s left leg. It hurled him against the 
wall, which caused Tremont's second and third shots to By past and 
ricochet, whining away along the main corridor. 

Propped against the wall, Jon fought to stay conscious. He fired 
again. His bullet hit Tremont’s right arm, knocking him back against 
the half-open door and sending his pistol flying with a metallic clatter 
to the floor. It bounced and skidded, and the sound reverberated away 
along the secret corridors like a dying cry. 

Dragging his bloody leg, Jon advanced on the mass murderer. 

Tremont did not cringe. He lifted his chin, his eyes glorving with the 
, .certainty that any man had his price. ‘Til give you a million dollars! 


Five million!” 


‘Tou don’t have a million dollars. Not anymore. You’re dead. They’ll 
electrocute you.” 

‘"rhey wun’t find me.” He jerked his head behind him toward the 
half opened door. “1 destroyed the plans. No one knows an exit is here. 
I had it built by foreigners. Tire money’s already transferred where ho 
one can find it.” 

“1 thought you'd have some plan.” 

‘Tm not a fool. Smith. They’ll never find me.” 


bad against the massive steel door, his long body co-.enn^ 

Jon limped forward, the Beretta steady m both hands. I lovcu ha. 

Tremont. She loved me. Now—” 

It ras Randi’s voice behind him. “No, Jon. Don’t. He's not worth it. 
“What do you Icnow? I loved her, dammit!” His finger tightened or. 

the trigger. 

“He’s finished, Jon. The FBI is here. The secret service. They've got 
them all. The serum’s on its way to stop the djing, and they ve con.-j- 
cated all the antibiotics. Let them deal with him. Let the world deal 
with him.” 

Smith’s face was fierce. His eyes glowed like coals. His chin Jutted. 
He took another step closer, the Beretta steady, inches from Trerr.ont’s 
trembling face. The auogant executive tried to speak again, to say some- 
thing, but his mouth and lips and tongue were too dry. AH that came 
out was a whimper. 

“Jon?” Randi’s voice was suddenly soft, close. 

He glanced back over his shoulder and saw Sophia. It w.-as her loveh 
face, her large, intelligent eyes and sweet smile. He blinked. No, it was 
Randi. Sophia. Randi. He shook his head to clear it. He knew what 
Randi wanted, and what Sophia would have wanted. 

He made himself take another deep breath. He ^ared once more at the 
shaking Tremont Then he lowered the gun and stumbled awavy hh 
wounded leg dra^ng. He brushed past Randi and pushed throu^ the ranks 
of rai and secret service. Some of the agents reached out to stop him. 
“Ixt him go,” Randi said gently. “Hell be all ri^t. Just let him eo now." 
Jon h^Td her behind him, but a rush of fean was blinding his eves 




Six weeks later, early December 
Santa Barbara, California 

Santa Barbara. . . . Land of palms and magenta sunsets. Of diving sea- 
gulls and glossy yachts with white sails aturl on the turquoise channel. Of 
lovely young women and handsome young men in the briefest of snim- 
ware. Jon Smith, M.D., formerly of the U.S. Army, tried to occupy his 
mind with the languid beauty of this soft paradise where effort seemed 
trivial and appreciation of life, nature, and dreams was all. 

It had been a fight to resign his commission. They had not wanted 
him to go, but he knew there was no other way for him to find a reason 
to live. He had said good-bye to his friends at USAMRUD, pausins a 
long time in Sophia’s former office. Already an eager youne man with 
a closetful of credentials had scattered his things where her pens, notes, 
and perfume had lain. Jon had stopped in his own office, which was 
empty, waiting for its ne.xt occupant, with less sadness. Tnen he had 
gone to say farewell to tire new director. As he had stepped inside the 
office door, he could almost hear the noisy bombast of Ge.ne.-a! Ssei- 
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burger, who had turned out to have a strain of decency no one had 
suspected. 

Then he had paid a company to pack up his house and put it on the 
market. He knew he would never be able to live there again, not without 
Sophia. 

The whole sordid ineident of the Hades Project had occupied the 
news media for weeks as more and more revelations of Victor Tremont’s 
plans were made public and more arrests of once-respected private and 
public officials were reported. Legal charges against Jon Smith, Randi 
Russell, Martin Zellerbach, and a mysterious Englishman were quietly 
dropped. All refused interviews or any official gratitude for their roles. 
Details were swept under the mantle of national security. He was not 
pleased when an enterprising newswoman dug up some of his histor)' 
at USAMRIID, Somalia, West Berlin, and Desert Storm and tried to 
draw a connection between it and his ability to face down the criminal 
activities of Victor Tremont and his cohorts. He was consoled by the 
fact that time would pass, other news would take over the headlines, 
and if he went far enough away and severed his ties as completely as 
he had managed . . . interest in him would dwindle. He w'ould not be 
considered for even a footnote in history. 

He had stopped for a day in Council Bluffs, Iowa, to see once again 
the river town of his birth. He walked through the downtown park with 
, its water fountain and big graceful trees and went out to Bennett Av- 
^ enue to sit in the parking lot and stare at Abraham Lincoln High School, 
remembering Bill and Marty and the days of their youth. It all had been 
so much simpler then. The next day, he had flown on to California to 
this tranquil resort pueblo with its distinctive red-tiled roofs and easy 
ambience. He had rented a beachside cottage next to the Remaks’ house 
in Montecito and played poker twice a week there with a group of 
university professors and writers. He ate at loeal restaurants, walked the 
breakfront, and never struck up a conversation with strangers. He had 
nothing to say. 

Today he was sitting on his deck barefoot and wearing shorts as he 


-1 


the bones. 

W'hen the phone rang, be picbed it up. , , i ■ 

J- W, voiee«sWEW a»<l cW In Ik bnsmmn, 
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Sophia's belongings and condo, ndncb the hso 0 I cm a n ^ 
thmogh as ,nicU)- as possible, each choosing important mcmentes lo 
boid Sophia's mem.,’ ciose. Jut to Jandi had conlinncd to phone 

, couple oitimesaweel, and he had seafeed she ssnschcchmionhim. 

Amazingly, she was worried. 

“Hi, spy," he retorted. “Where are you now?" 

“D.C. The big city. Remember it? Worbing away at my lowly, boring 
job here at the ihinb tank. Oh, for a We o( adventure. 1 don’t think Vm 
going to have a new assignment for a while, but 1 get the sense they’re 
cooking up something big. Meanwhile, they seem to think 1 need my 
rest. Why don’t you visit tor Christmas? All that sunshine and good 
weather must be getting on your nerves.” 

“On the contrary. It suits me just fine. It's going to be just me and 
Santa. Well have a jolly old time.” 

“You’ll miss me and Matty. 1 know you will, i’m having Christmas 
dinner with him. Of course, there’s no way to blast him out of that 
little bungalow of bis, so 1 have to go there.” She chuckled. “He’s made 
Samson part of his fortress routine. You should see them together. 
Marty s particularly fond of the way Samson can make his fangs drip. 
At least, Marty claims Samson has control over that particular invol- 
untary bodily function.” She paused. “You’re a doctor. WWat do vou 
think?” 

“I think they're both crazy. WWo’s cooking?” 

I aril Unlike them. I’m not crazy. 1 want something edible. WTiat 

I " ”■» solus to Wb ™c to 50i„j 
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back. At least not yet.” He gazed out at the tranquil Pacific, rippling 
with sunshine. Santa Barbara was where Sophia and Randi had grown 
up. He had driven past their childhood home the day he arrived. It was 
a beautiful hacienda perched atop a cliff with panoramic ocean views. 
Randi had never asked whether he had visited it. There were still areas 
neither wanted to discuss. 

Their conversation continued about five minutes longer before they 
said good-bye. As they hung up, Jon thought about Peter, who had 
returned to his California aerie as soon as he had gotten permission to 
leave Washington. His wounds had been as superficial as Jon’s initial 
diagnosis had suggested, and only the cracked rib had given him con- 
tinuing pain. Last week, Jon had called to see how he was feeling, but 
a machine had answered. He had left a message. Within the hour, some 
officious clerk had phoned to inform him that Mr. Howell was on an 
extended vacation 'and could not be reached for a month or more. But 
don’t get diseouraged. Dr. Smith. Mr. Howell would be in touch as soon 
as he was available. 

Translation: Peter was off on some operation. 

Jon crossed his arms and closed his eyes. A warm offshore wind ruf- 
fled his hair and sent the glass chimes at the comer of the deck into a 
series of tinkling tones. In the distance on the beach, a dog barked. 
Children laughed. Seagulls called. He propped his bare feet up on the 
rail and felt himself grow drowsy. 

Behind him, a voice asked, “Had enough peace and quiet yet?” 

Jon jumped. He had not heard a door open or footsteps tread across 
the raised-wood floor of the house he had rented. Automatically he 
reached for his Beretta, but it was locked in a safety-deposit box in 
Washington. 

For just that instant, he was back on the trail of Victor Tremont, 
wary and alert . . . and alive. 

“Who the hell!” He turned. 

‘Colonel Smith, good afternoon. I’m an admirer of yours. My name 
is Nathaniel Frederick Klein." 


i 
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al«rf a man o( medium height, dtessed in a lumpled charcoal sun, , 
held a callsHn briefcase in his left hand. With his tight, he dropped 
picUocb into his jacket pocket. He had a teeedmg haidme ,™e- 
rimmed glasses puslied up high on his long nose, and pale shn that h. 
not seen the sun for any length of time since summer. ^ 

“Dr. Smith," Jon conected him. “Just get in from Washington? 

Wein gave a short smile. “Dr. Smith, then. Yes, came straight here 
from the airport. Care to heep guessing? 

“I don’t think so. You look like a man noth a lot to saj. 

“Do I?" He sat in a deck chair. “Very astute of you. But then, from 
everything I've learned, that's one of the characteristics that makes you 
most valuable." He rattled off a short history of Jon’s life, from birth 
through education and the array. 

As he talked, Jon felt himself sinking deeper into his deck chair. He 
closed his eyes again. He sighed. 

When Klein finished, Jon opened his eyes. “Got that all in your 
briefcase, I expect. Memorized it on the Right." 

Klein allowed himself a smile. “Actually, no. I’ve got a month’s worth 
of magazines. I’m behind in my reading. The flight gave me a chance 
to catch up. Field and Stream. That sort of thing." He loosened his tie, 
and his shoulders slumped with weariness. “Dr. Smith, I’ll come right 
to the point. You’re what we call a mobile dpher — ” 

“A what?” 

“Mobile cipher," he repeated. “You’re at loose ends. You’ve just had 
a terrible tragedy that has irrevocably changed your life. But you’re still 
a doctor, and I know that’s important to you. You have training in arms 
science, and intelligence, and I’m wondering what else is important to 
you. You have no family, and only a few dose friends ’’ 

“Yeah,” Jon said dnly. “And I’m unemployable ” 

Hein chucklei -Hrf,, An,, _ 

tigatrve agencies would welrnmo — - 



common sense that you’re something of a maverick, which means that 
despite your years in the army, you’re really a self-starter. You like to 
run your own show, but you still have a strong sense of patriotism and 
a commitment to principle that made the army attractive, and you 
won’t find that in any business.” 

“1 have no plans to start a business.” 

"Good. You’d probably fail at it. Not that you wouldn’t enjoy starting 
one. You’ve got an entrepreneurial nature. If you were driven to do it, 
you’d go through all the hell of setting up a business, make it hugely 
successful, and then once it was running smooth as hot butter, you’d 
either sell it or run it into the ground. Entrepreneurs by definition make 
lousy managers. They get bored too easily.” 

“You think you’ve got me figured out. Who the hell are you?” 

"We’ll get to that in a minute. As I said, ‘mobile cipher.’ I think 
we’ve established the ‘mobile’ part. 'The ‘cipher’ refers to how the un- 
fortunate events in October altered you. The external changes are easy 
to tally — quits job, sells house, goes on a pilgrimage to the past, refuses 
to see old friends, is .living clear across the country. Have I left an)’thing 
out?” 

Jon nodded to himself. “Okay, I’m hooked. Let’s get to the internal 
changes. But if this is a free therapy session, believe me, I’m not inter- 
ested." 

"Touchy, too. That’s to be expected. As I was saying, wc don’t 
know — indeed, you probably don’t know either — how much this has 
changed you inside. You are, in effect, at this moment a cipher to 
yourself as well as to everyone else. If I’m right, you feel at odds with 
the world, as if you’ve lost your place in it. Also, that you can’t seem 
to find a reason to go on living." Klein paused, and his voice softened. 
“I lost my wife, too. To cancer. So please know' that 1 have tremendous 
sympathy tor you.” 

Jon swallowed. He said nothing. 

“And that’s why I’m here. I’ve been authorized to offer you employ- 
ment that should interest you.” 





THE HADES FACTOR 


i don't need or want a iob" 

“This isn’t about ‘job’ or money, although you'll be well paid. Tins 
about helping people, governments, emironments, whoever or what- 
'er is in crisis. You aslced who 1 am, and 1 can’t completely dinil;: 
lat information unless you’re willing to sign a sccrccj' agreement. 1 urli 
II you this: 'There are interested parties, high up in government, who 
ive taken a personal interest in you. They ate forming a very small, 
;iy elite group of self-starters like yourself— mavericks who have strong 
hies but few encumbrances in the world. It might mean occasional 
Jtdship, travel certainly, and danger. Not everyone would be interested, 
ven fewer would be capable. Do you find this idea at all appealing?" 
Jon studied Klein. Sunlight glinted off his glasses, and his expression 
as solemn. Finally he asked, “What’s this group called?" 

“At the moment, Covert-One. Officiatlv 
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"I didn't say I was going to do this.” 

Klein nodded knowingly. He looked across the expansive \icw. A 
white seagull flew past, its feet tucked high as it rode the ocean air. 
“Nice here. Too many palm trees for my taste though.” He picked up 
his briefcase and headed into the house. “Don’t bother to get up. I 
know my way out.” And he was gone. 

Jon sat there another hour. Then he opened the gate on his porch 
and walked dowTi onto the sand. It was warm on his feet. Automatically 
he turned east for his daily walk. The sun was behind him, and ahead 
the beach seemed to stretch into infinity. As he strolled, he thoueht 
about the future. 





